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CHAP. I. 



Far from roen^ 
Half covered by aodent pines from the wind^ 
A lonely pile exalts its bead ; long 
Shaken by the storms of the nor^. OssiaN* 



Remorse and pity 
Are strangers to our hearts. "Where'er they plead 
We* re adamant : weeping toe never knew ; 
Nature has form'd ms rough; and since stern Fortune 
Denies us her best blessing (power and riches) 
We wage eternal war with their possessors. 

Mabsb. 

Jb ROM the immense moat by which 
the* outworks of the bviilding were sur- 
. YOL. iR B "rounded. 
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S, CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBM. 

rounded, it appeared to the eager eyes 
of Theodore more the bulwark of strength, 
than the sacred retreat of pious fervour; 
more the hostile symbol of resistaiice, 
than the meek emblem of zealous faith. 
IrgjH^r were its juttit^gs ; turreted bat- 
tle^^ts rose at every angle, and thick 
and^hqftvy' walls, black from the rust of 
tinte, towered, the bold supporters of its 
ramparts. Oft had the trumpet's shrill 
charge sounded the din of battle; oft, 
from the loopholes of its strength, had 
the blasts of dfath been levelled : tumult 
and confusion had echoed within }is 

4 

boundaries, ruin and desolation had 
marked the havoc of its frowns ; yet no\^ 
4id it hold forth a sanctuary, now did it 
smile the promise of repose. 

Theodore stood irresolute; aU access 
into the castle was barred^ for the draw* 

bridge 
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bridge was up, and the moat was too 
deep to be forded. The haven of rest 
was before him, but the pass to its at- 
tainment inaccessible. 

Alas ! how ofteji does life pourtfay the 
same picture ! how offen, in the eagtr 
completion of our hopes, when fancy 
almost grasps the gilded phantom, does 
some new obstacle, some undreamed-of 
barrier, obstruct the promised 'joy, and 
freeze the zest of bliss ! 

Theodore, whose wistful eyes had mea- 
, sured each angle of the castle, drooping 
with the languor of disappointment, was 
about to turn from its inhospitable walls, 
. when a light flashing from a casement in 
one of its towers, convinced him it was 
not entirely deserted — /' Compassion 
will plead my cause," he exclaimed, 
springing towards the tower, and then, 

B 2 totterino: 
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4 CONFESSIONAL OP VALOMBRB, 

tottering upon the very brink of tfie 
moat^ he hallooed with mare than wont- 
ed Strength. 

The casement was thrown open> and a 
voice demanded what he required ? 
*•*' Shelter/' replied th^ youth. " Stran- 
ger, I have strayed froth the right path, 
and have no guide to direct me/* 

Are you alone ?'^ questioned the 
voice. 

" Yes, unattended, and unarmed," an- 
swered Theodore, entering at once into 
his suspicions. 

The man eyed him attentively for a 
moment; then resumed — *'' Stay, and I 
will lower the drawbridge.** The casemeflt 
Jwas reclosed, and the man disappeared. 

Immediately after, the same clanking 
of chains, which had before roused Theo- 
dore from abstraction^ marked the low- 

ering 
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ering of the drawbridge ; and the massy 
gate of the castle being thrown open^ 
disclosed the gigantic form of the invitep. 
A sSisationj if not of fear^ yet of suspi- 
cious caution, checked the eager haste 

» 

of our hero. It is true, he had nothing 
to lose ; but yet the dark scowl of ma- 
lignant scrutiny, which ^cceeded his 
€xprtssions of gratitude, spoke mor« thaa 
common import, 

" You are a young traveller,'' said the 
man, as he reclosed the gate, and hung 
the key upon his giridle. *' By the mass ! 
you look as though the breath of heaven 
wolild blast your freshness.'' 

'' The looks are not always conclu- 
sive/' boldly remarked Theodore. 

" Else," said his host^ " you had not 
tempted the hardships of these wilds. 
Come oUt my youthful hero, don't 

« S linger; 
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linger; you craved a shelter, and you 
shall find one." 

'^ Better have trusted to the shelter of 
the forest," thought Theodore, follow- 
ing across an immense court-yard, and 
entering a long piazza, leading to the 
interior of the castle. 

'^ 'Tis a solitary habitation,'- said the 
man, stooping* to regain the lamp he had 
left at the entrance of the passage. 

'^ Are you its sole inhabitant?" de- 
manded Theodore. 

The stranger eyed him for a moment ; 
then, with a significant smile, answered 

4 

— ^* Come on, and I will introduce you 

to my companions." 

The passages through which they^pass- 
- e^ were^ long and intricate, wrnding in 
• mazy labyrinths, and linid with *the damp 
" mildew of neglect— ?" Hereds-plenty of 

^^ ' * space 
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space/' observed* the M2Ln, pausing at 
the entrance of an^ immense hall,, and 
extending high the lamp* 

An involuntary awe bleached the fea* 
tures of Theodore; his heart fluttered 
with iinknowu emotion, and a tear trem- 
bled in his eye: — '^ Who owns this cas- 
tle ?** he demanded, minutely examining: 
the 'heavy iinge of pillars which sup- 
ported^' the ponderous rooL " Alas.! 
what pity is it to see the devastation of 
time courted by the apathy of neglect!" 

'^ I reside in this castle^*' said tl e^man, 
smiling ironically ;. '^ nor would its loid 
venture to dispute our privilege:'' 

" Our ! '* eagerly repeated Theodore, 
and then he paused; for he.ttw, hy the 
lowering contraction of the stwuiger's 
brow, that the questions of curiosity were 
offensive. . A long dark passage opened 

B 4 from. 
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from the extremity of the ha?l ; i^ was 
narrow, and arched. Theodore silently 
followed his guide ; but, ere he had pro- 
ceeded many paces, he started. Horror 
and amazement .filled his mind ; rooted 
"Jo the spot, he listened; for the blast of 
a horn, shrill and piercing, echoed 
along the passage. It was such as had ever 
marked the approach of tii^ mysterious 
stranger in the garden of Valombre. 
•" Jesu Maria !" trembled on the lipsi of 
Theodore ; and then again was he awak- 
ened to exertion, for the harsh voice of 
^is conductor impelled him forward. 

The light flashed faintly. A sharp an- 
gle in the passage had hid the man from 
sight ; and as Theodore paused, irresolute 
whether to proceed, or whether to re- 
race his steps, and seek an' escape^rom 
the castle, a form swiftly glided past him. 

He 
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He could trace tbe ouiline, but the noiat- 
less step marked not the intruder ; svrift 
as thought it had fled, and now was lost 
hi darkness. Theodore qambered the 
^ beads of his rosary; but scarce had his 
Kps concludied an Ave Maria^ when » 
h)w, whispering voice, pronounced--^ 
''Murder V and a deep and broken sigh^ 
succeeded. Whether to conjecture it a< 
warning of bis ovn fate» he knew not ; 
yet the peculiarity of his situation, in 
league with the suspicious appearance of 
the man into whoae power he had'so in- ^ 
cautiously fallen, warranted the oonclu- 
won— /' Who are you/' he demanded, ' 
'' who in such nuuirnful' accents breatho' 
aounds so IhreaDeaing ?" 

*' Be wary/' softly replied the- voice; 
and then again it ceased ; for the lambent 

b5 jkme 
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^S^me of the lamp, flaihing inJ^ dietancej 

■' * . 

Hntirked the return of the man. He ad- 

^vanced %ut slowly ; then extending the 
HIight, looked with fear and 'caution into 
^Ifhe-'pass^ge. 

' '^ I am here/' said Theoddre, in answer 
•^0 Ws loud halloo ; and then; muttering a^ 
' oath, the man bid him follow. Theodore, * 
•in silence, complied ; for he found resist- 
ance would but couttthe fate which ap- 
' peered already to await him. That he had 
' fallen into the snare of banditti, he could 
« no longer doubt; but in whose boi^m he 
had awakened commiseration, and why he 
should be so mysteriously forewarned of 
his danger, he had yet to" discover. To 
be deprived of*life,' almost' in the tne- 
.nient when its anticipations had received 
a new colour; when love, famring. the 

embers 






CONPfiSSIOMAl 07 VALOSfBIUE. H 

embers of hope, gilded thefUiry fisions 
of futtirity^ and stamped the past yeaisyf 
existence but a prelude to coming bliss^ 
saddened every feeling of bis squli damp- 
ed every energy of his nature. To die 
without confessing the tale of enthriJ- 
ment^ without breathing th^si^^b of ado- 
ration^ to expire with the name of^ Ju j 
Mette upon his lips> atid the* idoi' image 
in his heart; to fall by the merciless 
hand of an assassin> in the ignoble bon<^ 
dage of slavery — "Oh God!" be asp^-. 
rated^ and then again he shuddered ; f^r 
his guide, turning fiercely roundy dajr*- 
manded what he saw ? ^ 

" What should I see?" questioned: 
Theodore, " save o^jr own reflecting 
shadows? The flame of the lamp— -** 

*^ Boy> what did you hear V* inter- 
ni|ited the surly guide« 

bG "Naught? 
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^'Naught but the echo of our ovm 
Jpotsteps/' replied our hero* 

** Come on then/* muttered the stran- 
ger, and then he opened a door leading 
into a long range of chambers; but 
paused at the entrance ; for a. voice, loud 
and inJMiririoniaus, demanded, " Who 
passed f 

'' Tis I, Randolph^/' exclaimed the 
guide. 

" Came you through the passage lead- 
ing from the western hall?" asked the 
inquisitor. 
^- " Yes, from the western hall.** 

•'And alone?" 

*' No; a stranger youtll here, who 
cn(ved shelter for ^the night/' 

'* But the passage^ Randolphe; say, 
what met you m the passage ?*' 

*' Nothing appeared to meet, and yet 

something 
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something passed me, for I felt the ga* 
tbering cuirent of air^ as with noiseless 
steps it fled/' 

*' Could you not see the form ?" 

^' What form ? Gaspard, you are a 
boy^ and scare yourself with idle sha* 
dows/* 

*' A boy !*' muttered the half-offended 
Gaspard ; '^ ^adows may scare> but sub- 
stance find me man. I can dare death in 
the onset's heat ; but this ghosts this de* 

vil •' 

^, *' Scares the mind of guilt,*' said a 
vof ce^ " andstamps the sinner coward.^ - 

Randolph* and ,^aspard« with vacant 
stare^ gazdl on each other; while Theo- 
dore, cased in innocence's adamantine 
breastplate, boldly reentered the passage. 
Darkness was spread around ; yet did his 
dauntless step brave the mystic maze; 
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-yet wer^ his arms extended to intercept 

: the intruder. Scarce had his eyes lost 

* sight of the lamp's reflecting rays, scafce 

had his form mingled with surrounding 

darkness, when a^ low, rustling sounds 

. checking almost the impulse to«breathl?, 
rooted him in the attitude of listening 
attention. Theodore's, heart, fluttered. 
Dot with fear, but with expectation;: a 
religious awe, a pious inspiration) stole 

. upon his faculties, and cased them in the 
resistless armour of fortitude. ' 

A footstep softly sounded, and then 
the rustling, and then the- footstep alike 
ceased. " Mysterious boiag,'' said the 

.undaunted youth, " who, Arouded be- 
neath the shadow, of night, : plays on t^ie 
sickly braia of guilty WQfkness, know, 
that the mighty Power, whose unerring 
. hand led me unarmed ij^ithiji these, wal}s, 

now. 
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noVf, with UQshrinkiog firraness^ nerves 
my mind^ in bold defiance of these 
seeming horrors." 

He ceased. , The sound of approaching ^ 
footsteps again broke the stillness ; they 
seemed to advance within a few paces^ 
and then all became hushed — '' Be wary^ 
be wary, be wary/* thrice repeated the 
voice that had before warned him^ and 
then distinctly it whispered — " Blood 
seals the compact of secrecy/' 

" Blood ! secrecy i*' echoed Theodore; 
*' all-seeing Heaven !'* for the myste- 
rious controuler of bis actions arose to 
his mind, filling him with horror and 
dismay, ^ point out the danger>*' in 
accents of imploring fervour, ''and teach 
me to avoid the snare/' 

'' You are entangled/.' softly replied 

the 
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the voice j '' ensnared, entrapped. LBk 
ten, for murder is " 



It ceased; a door slammed violently,, 
atid the noisy bustle of approaching num*- 
bers deadened every liesser sound. ' 

Theodore, unarmed, defenceless, con*- 
tinned leaning against the damp, cold« 
wall of the passage^ his^ mind actuated 
by that firm, unbending courage, which^ 
neither courts danger,, or shrinks at its 
approach, and )i is eyes fixed on the com*- 
ing light, which marked the approach of 
,the bandittis 

Loud and discordant were the voices, 
blasphemous and profane the debate-— 
*' Yoli area hero, truly," excllimed one, 
with a laugh of jocose irony. " Why, 
Leonard, if your hand had been alike- 
nervous in the forest, the blow would< 

have- 
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have been less sure. Was it indeed the 
devil ? or did it only borrow the devil's 
semblance?" 

" 'Tis no matter/' angrily tnultered 
Leonard ; *' if the devil lights among our 
troop, you'll find no quarter.'* 

Theodore shuddered with horror. The 

light reflected on his figure, yet he 

moved not; nor even when a loud shout 

betrayed discovery — when unsheathed 

* 
weapons pointed at his breast, did he 

weakly supplicate for mercy : 'twas the 
moment of fate; but 'lis life which 
clothes death in terrors. Theodore fear- 
ed not the future, because be shrunk not 
from the past ; no temptations had lured 
him from rectitude, had violated the 
blessed calm of self-assurance. A pious 
a^intion trembled on his lips, as the 
seaph mile of rcsigiiation evinced bis 

thoogfafs 
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thought^ had fled to heaven. — ''For* 
bear/' exdaimed a voice, in the. autho- 
ritative accents of command. 

', as though by magie-spellj, 
the sSfiing blades were sheathed, and 
the murmur of surprise filled the pause 
of submission. 

^ Protect his life/' resumed the chief, 
'' and be your charge his safety/' 

Theodore started. The sounds were 
familfar to his ear. He looked doubt- 
fully towards the speaker, but naught 
could he distinguish*, save the dark out- 
line of his figure, as quickly he receded 
down the passage. Not a moment was 
left to conjecture— was left to inquiry, 
Theodore was hurried forward, through 
^ intricate passages and neglected cham- 
bei-s, robbed of their panoply of state, 
and black with the mantle o£ un^ockil 

night*. 



CONFESSIONAL Of VALOMBRK. 1 9 

night. His guards spoke not, but the 
fierce, unbending scowl of curiosity 
marked their narrow observation. Rt- 
sistance was vain ; obedient, passive, he 
ascended a flight of spiral stairs, nor 
shrunk at the darkened chamber into 
which ferocity and power forced him. 
He heard the harsh bolts grate forth the 
knell of freedom : he heard the echo of 
retreating footsteps; .they ceased, they 
died away ; his own sighs filled the pause, 
and his own thoughts peopled the gloom. 

Gratitude, in the form of father Betsoiin; 

* 

Love, in the angel image of the sister Mo- 
nique*s officiating attendant. 

Unmarked, save by the pang of crude 

reflection, the hours glided, and night, 

with slow, unvaried revolution, yielded 

her reins' to day. Gradual was- the burst 

* of glory ; Theodore watched its bright 

ascent, 
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ascent^ even from the faint grey gUmmer 
of morning, and saw, through the grated 
l^rs of his prison, the misty vapours^ 
rolling over the coned peaks of the 
tnountaijis* 

Oft^n, in the garden of Valombre, hacj' 
he listened to the matin hymn of awak* 
ening creation, when the rude melodies 
of mopn, in gratefiil tribute, poured ta 
nature's God the incenise sweet ojf preset 
Often, there, had he mused over the calm 
monotony of existence^ and sighed, with^ 
out knowing why, at the profound ob- 
scurity of his own destiny ! Lost in* 
thought, musing over the chequerefl 
contrast of past and present; then, con- 
tent with negative caFm and joyless ap4- 
thy, living in the' redundant exercise of 
infliction, and srmiling at the abstruse- 
documseats of faithi alive but to the calt' 

of 
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t>f devotion^ and emulous but to the ex- 
ample of forbearance, now bursting anew 
into life — for what is existence, stamped 
with the languor of inanity ? — his hopes, 
liis thoughts, his wishes, all glowing with 
the fairy tints of anticipation, all guised 
in the magic garb of bliss; every energy 
of his soul wrapt in the exuberant flights 
of fancy, every impulse of his nature 
tranced by the rosy wand of youthful 
passion, his eyes wandered from the win* 
dow, but not in peering scrufirty ; quickly 
they scanned the mingled outline of the 
scene, nor paused in wonder, nor dwelt 
in admiration. It was the ailiapced bride 
of age, the lady.Juliette, who skimmed 
along the mountain's top, lingering over 
rock and fovmt, softening the cataract's 
loud roar, and robbing even heaven's 
bright rays of half theii: splendour ; for 



■ 
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Fancy, uncurbed, love's soft illusions paint. 
And e'en at distance scoflfs. _ 

Suddenly he started — ^suddenly the vi- 
sion fled ; his features saddened into titre 
expectancy ; for a foot-fall in the pas-* 
sage recalled the conviction of his own 
captivity — " Perhaps to murder !" 
thought Theodore, shrinking from the 
turret-window, and listening in all the 
^^ony of suspense. 

The footsteps ceased, and then a low 
whispering succeeded ; and then, in the 
warmth of argument, the caution of se- 
crecy vanished, and the voices swelled 
into louder cadence. 

" He talked as though, subservient to 
his aod, our hold could boast no firmer 
claim than his authority; nay, said his 
frown could banish us the shelter of these 

*' 
■■ 

walls. " ^ , 

• "Talked!" 
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^' Talked !" with an ironical laughs was 
the response ; '' weak fool, he dare not ; 
his threats are vain; for o'er his head . I 
hold an iron rod, which blasts his ecu- 
' rage. I tell you.Bemardine, the child, who 
wanton holds his fluttering prisoner by a 
silken string, Soasts not a greater power." 
*' Why should thi^ power be hid from 
your long-tried colleagues?" demanded 
Bernardine. " Surely, the pledge of 
faith, so long preserved, merits unbroken 
confidence. Should Fortune frown upon 
the eager strides of your high courage, 
this secret told ensures us safety ; but, 
dying with you, drives us with coward 
caution from Vermandois' walls,'* 

' ' Why, then, the cavern be a sure a&y- 
lum. Buried in the earth's deep bowels, 
who can the secret spring disclqse ?" 
' '' Vermandoi»," muttered Bernardine; 

"he 
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** he knows each hidden pass> and, arm* 
cd with ^bellish hatred^ may on our fort* 

# 

ress dart/* 

** Then be his life your surety." 
" His life !" repeated Bernardine, and 
fiend-like was his pause ; then suddenly 
resuming — "Your hand, your hand, brave 
Mpntauban ; blood be the register of our 
security !" , 

" Blood ! blood ! artd life !" repeated 
Montauban, '' but not whilst I can wteld 
this sword. Mark me, Bernardine; 'tis 
when chance, aimed by some giant 
strength, shall lay me low, that your sure 
dagger's point, must seal his lips. Lure / 
him hither; tell him some beauty courts 
his warm embrace ; and when once here 
—you know the rest. These walls can 
tell no tales, nor can the dead rise up in 
accusation. Now go you to. the council* 

hall ; 
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hall; ril forthwith follow ; and bid Ran* 
dolphe prepare to guide our prisoner, 
hence." 

"Why so careful of this youth ?" de- 
manded Barnardine; '' why, when car 
swords were raised tp silence *llie beUt 
intruder^ did you so firmly chMk' our 
j list revenge ? Our secret cannot be safe^ 
when |)rying eyes have pierced our sane-* 
tuary/ and numbered e'en our strength*^ 

'' Question me not. This youths this 
boy, this foundling' of Valombre*' — ^The- 
odore listened; Theodore could scarcely, 
breathe — ''unknowing, owns a firm, un- 
dying claim. More precious than our 
Uv^es be his safety. Fly, Barnardine; 
henceforth the> pledge of secret faith 
shall stamp him ours. Fly, fly, and speed 
the steps of Randolphs; till safe. withiUi 

VOL. II. G his 
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hJs ^loister-prisan, nor enterprise nor 
glory be our care/' 

" First own the secret tie/* said the 
reluctant Barnardine; ^^ explain why 
souls like ours^ bold> unshrinking^ dar« 
ingj must to this unknown boy submis* 
sive yield? Tell us *: 

''No more/* interrupted Montauban; 
" my wish alone must give the mandate 
force. Go^ send Randolphe hither ; 
then wait me in the council-hall/* 

The i^teps of Barnardine had scarce 
ceased reverberating, when the harsh 
bars of detention were withdrawn ; and 
Theodore^ watching the opening door^ 
recognisedj in the gigantic figure of the 
intruder^ the beipg who had so fre- 
quently, and so mysteriously pierced the 
^cred seclusion of Valorobre's monas* 

tery. 
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tery. The palsied start of amazement, 
and the high flush of indignant horror, 
gave evidence of his feelings. The con* 
versation he had just heard> the warning 
he had received in the passage, together 
with the threatened murder of his pre* 
ceptor, father Betsolin, all rushed upoit 
memory, and filled him with dismay and 
doubt. Why his own life should be so 
carefully preserved, he knew not ; and 
why the enterprise and glory of a ruffian 
band should wait upon his safety, watch- 
ing the progress of his every action^ 
nay, instigating his line of conduct, 
and authoritatively claiming the guidance 
of his future life, he could nof deter* 
mine. He stood, his eyes rivetted on the 
intruder, and his heart sickening at the 
necessity of acquiescence. 

'' Why SQ thoughtful?" demanded 

c 9 Montauban; 



2S CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBRE, 

Monfaub^n; '' the threat of life is passedj^ 
and gratitude should . mark the favour 
felt/' 

*' Gra^attrfe/" repeated Theodore, i a 
the energy of his' f<^elrngs, '' gratitude 
for whalt ? fpr the vile privilege, to 
breathe, tied down in bondage to youi^ 
tyrant rod:'* 

*' Beware; rash boy : patience is a 
short-lived virtue, and best lays claim to 
pious dotage. The time will come, when 
even you will doff the badge of sain t^ and 
smile at past fanaticism. Come^ boy^ 
confess which suits vour ardour best, the 
trumpets clarion, or the monk's dull 
whine/* 

'^ My ardour glows in the award of 
virtue," replied Theddore; '' and my 
soul pants to trace the tract of rectitude 
and honour. Give me but liberty to quit 

these 
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these walls, restore me to my youth's 
blest guardian^ from my actions take the 
iFile restraint of your authority, andyfrom 
the sacred candour of unimpeached ve- 
racity, securely rest, that time, nor 
chance, nor fate, nor power, shall e'er 
the fatal secret glean of our mysterious- 
compact/' , 

Contemptuous was the smile which 
marked the features of Montauban-^ 
^' Your life is in my hands, . your fate, 
your being, all my own/' he exclaimed; 
*' and think you I'll forego the purchased 
right, and blast my deep designs? Go, 
idle dreamer ! pursue the phantom Vir^* 
tue ; it is a ghostly search^ and best be* 
long's to frantic zealots. But remember^ 
when called upon to action', you must 
the thraldom break, and own my high 
command/^ . .« 

c3. "Take 
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*' Take back the purchase/* eagerly 
exclaimed Theodore; *' the pang of 
death is mercy from this accursed bon- 
dage. Think not Til shrink. Come on ; 
behold me firm, prepared to meet the 
stroke that severs the coercion of self* 
assumed authority." 

" Tlie monk Betsolin,** muttered Mont- 
auban, pointing to the dagger in his 
girdle; " 'tis there the aim's most sure.'* 

Theodore shuddered, and the pallid 
hue of his features'armed with new force 
the powers of torture. * 

'^ *Tis there/' pursued the bandit, 
'' that heroism dies, and yields the reins 
to Nature.*' 

•' Nature !'* repeated the almost gasp- 
ing Theodore ; " no, gratitude and mer- 
cy. Natui^ holds forth no smiling claim 
to lure the heart of orphan sorrow/* 

'HSay 
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'^ Say not orphan^'' rejoined ModUik 
ban^ fixing bis eyes, in scrutinizing ear- 
nestness^ on the varying expresuon of 
our hero's countenance; '' a parent yet 
may claim the right of your obedience.'* 

" A parent!** echoed Theodore; "a 
parent ! a parent's arms enfold me ! a 
paren^t*s love sustaiiv me I" 

'' A father's^'' ejaculated Montaubao^ 
grasping the arm of Theodore^ and hur- 
rying towards the door. 

'' Stay yet a moment^'' iraplored the 
youths struggling for freedom. '' Firrt 
lead me to the feet of him who can the 
tie proclaim. Interest — Nature will the 
election make^ and bend me at his teet, 
a humble suppliant for his blessing. Tell 



me— 



4t 



Peace^ boy^*' interrupted the bandt^ 

c i starting 
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•Starting at the entrance of Randolphe. 
*^ Sehold your guide : you must away, 
►and leave to time and chance^ and my con- 
currence, all hope of farther knowledge. 
Remember well your oath, and be, as 
heretofore, the signal of our intercourse 
preserved. Randolphe will guide you 
through the intricate passes of the fo- 
«rest^ and then your path is straight. Re- 
inember the pledge of secrecy." 

'' Marry !** muttered Randolphe, as 
the bandit descended the turret stairs, 
^' I hate a fasting journey. What say you, 
toy? are you for braving the keen air of 
the mountains upon an empty stomach?'* 

'^ Let us away," exclaimed Theodore, 
regardless of the question ; /' let us quit 
these walls; the very air is tainted ; vice 
stalks unmasked, and tyranny reigns with 

unhal- 
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pnhallowed latitude. Oh that I ha4 
never quitted Valombre ! that I had ne* 



ver seen " 



t( 



Pshaw^ boy/' interrupted Randolphe^ 

^ regret h but .a shallow wind-up of ^ 

(|tory; .'ti$ like remorse^ and that's a 

eoward's virtue. Come« avaunt with care 

^aqd sighing sadness ! Let's away, fir^ to 

br^ak our fast^ and then to tramp the 

mountaiii^. M^rry ! I know each pai^j 

*andl /ean\ scale the rocky heights, as 

though I'd trod the footings of a guide/' 

Xhepdore silently followed fro^nthe 

lurr<et; hjs bi^art was, sad, and* bitter 

9punded' the jocose ribaldry of Ran- 

dolph^. iti^ ^yes wandered, in musing 

melancholy^ o'er the deserted chambers 

. ihtough wbichthey pa^fsed^ for neglect 

had hung her mildew on the time-ip- 

c 5 crusted 
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trusted walls^ and faded the scattered 
remnants of splendour. 

" Why, boy," exclaimed Randolpbe, 
laughing at the expression of thought he 
could not decipher, " you look as 
gloomy as though you were ordinary 
confessor to a convent of penitents." 

/' Is it long," demanded Theodore, 
unmindful of his remark, '' since this 
castle was deserted by its owners V* 

'* Who told you it was deserted?** 
questioned Randolphe. 

** Observation," replied the youth. 

*' Observation has deceived wiser 
heads," rejoined the robber. " By the 
mdss ! if you could see our revels, you 
would not ask if it was deserted.*' 

*' By its owners?'* again repeated The- 
odore* 

"We 
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^ We are its owners^ for we boast pos- 
session/' said Randolpbe ;. '' and the de- 
vil must aid' him who dare dispute our 
right. Peeping from their gravesi me- 
Ihinks the old dons, would stare," point* 
ing to the fuli-Iiength portraits which^ in 
gilded frames, hung around the gallery, 
^ to see the change. Why here, where 
they used to confess their sins, we drown 
eurs/' applying a huge key, and throw* 
kig open* a faldingrdoon ** Look y<e>. I 
jtm butler to the troop, and»here we stoiir 
Ihe grape Vrich' nectar.!' 

'* Impiety, profanation; sacrilege-!** 
burst from the lips of Theodore, in. be- 
holding the stores of plunder, pikdeven 
on the dismantled altar of the chapel. 

Randolphe laughed in derision, as he- 
watched the eyes of Theodore^ wander- 

c6 ing. 
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iag fram the scriptural allusionfi wfiich 
stained. the high (casements, to the .dd- 
faced altarpiece^ and the tattered rem- 
nants of its decorations. . " Why, hoy,** 
exclaimed the ruffian^ 7 it is but the 
VQrk of man." 

'• True," murmured the shudderii^ 
Theodore, '' hut it was dedicated to the 
^worship of God.** 

^* I query," rejoined Randolphe, " whe- 
- ther the holy brotherhood, with all their 
boasted forbearance, wouldn't absolve the 
sin to be made free of the privilege: 
A^^e, aye, let them alone ; they love the 
luxuries of the flesh, and compromise at 
^ will with the doctrines of tbib spirit. 
What say the monks of Valombre ? 
Come, unbend, and say what you have 
seen besides praying ?" ^ 

*' I have 



7 




'' I ^ve seen/' said Theodore^ " yfbadL 
stamps on vice a die so blacky as rpbs k 
filmpst of the neach of mercy/' 

'' Aye> boy^ what's that i'* questtoocd 
the robber. 

** Its contrast^ xSriut^* finnly replied 
our hero^ following once more into the 
gallery. 

ft 

Theodore partook but sparingly of the 
rich profusion of plenty^ nor did his lips 
touch the luscious nectar, sparkling from 
the flask* Impatient to snap the fetliefs 
of detention, to hail once more ijie-pri* 
vilege of .enlargements he alwaited the 
conclusion of Raodolphe's repeat, and 
saw him drain the flaggon's dr^;6 with 
pleasure, because it was an item of de« 
. partiire. His lieart beat high as he re- 
crossed the drawbridge; for^in hiB5<.mind's 

a 

. »- eye/* 
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eye/' the eahn serenity of hisr convent 
was already restored, the rough, un^gentle 
sway of guilt had ceased to torture ; for 
though his looks were fixed on the harsh 
features of the robber, his thoughts, his 
soul, had flowh tio the early sanctuary of 
his worship. Gradually the picture 
changed, and Juliette flashed on his men* 
tal vision in all her piristinq beauty. Sweet 
was the smite which marked the hearths 
soft flight, tender the sigtt which rose 
spontaneous to sr first emotion I 

*'- My orders are to conduct you^ 
through the forest," said Randolphe. 

Theodore started. The voice, with 
gorgon power, annihifated the rosy spring 
ofbIiss,4issolying her fairy flights, crum- 
bling her unsut)stantial fiibrks;^ realily's 
void reUif ned^^ and 
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MouQtaisvi towering to.Uw hprifon'slkiey , 

i^new but the change of pine forests dreat^ and 
Time-worn battlements. 

'' To guard you in safety/* pursued 
the robber^ '' nor to leave you till within 
the path you last night strayed from." 

'* Last night/' repeated Theodore^ with 
a heavy sigh ; '^ would I had tarried in 
the forest !" 

'* Marry ! you have no right to com- 
plain of our treatnietit>'^ rejoined Ran- 
. dolphe. ^' I should like to kixow/' gaz- 
ing incjuisitively in his face^ '^ who and 
what you can possibly be, to excite t^e 
interest of our chief. Come, disclose^ 
my little hero," grasping the arm of the 
youth ; ''.where havie you seen the noble 
Montauban?"* 

'' t came a sojourner from Valpmbre's 

m6na&* 
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monastery," replfed Theodore; ''' the- 
world I have seen has been upon theses 
mountains. "^ 
^' And yet you kiiow Mbntaubftn ?" 

• ■ 

Theodore v» sHe»f . > 

'* Come, l^oy, confess,'^ continue^ the 
robber, whom the contents of the flag- 
gon had robbed of his taciturnity ; " telL 
me why I am made your guide, and whit 
you haA^e <lon« to excite Jhe atten- 
tion of our chief? £ome daring entq*- 
prise, I warrant. By the mass ! he ha^a 
noble spirit; brave as though he,-.had^ 
ten lives to lose, instead of «ne. I have 
seen him attack the armed as well as the 
unwary, and hew his way in spite of dan- 
ger and death. ' In ihe ;fie1d, he- wouid^ 
face the devil; but in tVe dark- 






'' What of the dark?'' eagerfyintorrlipt- 

ed 
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•ed Theodore, upon- whose memory the 
mysterious voice in the passage flashed. 

'' Why, in the dark/' resumed the lo- 
quacious Randolphe, nodding signifi-' 
cantly, '^ he fs little better than a cow- 

ard. I saw him once but yonder is 

the boundary of my march. See, we have 
•passed the forest, and the path lies 
straight before you." 

" Stay yet a moment," importuned 
•Theodore, eager to elucidate the mys- 
tery ; '' say when and tiow you saw him 
a coward, Randolphe ?" 

*"' A coward — in the dark — mark that,*' 
rejoined the robber. '^ I saw him once 
rush through the passage, as though the 
devil had come to claim him, his feature^ 
-all^convulsed, his eyes extended, and h\R 
very hair erect upon his bead ; ^^jl 
-when the clock - in the council-haU t \a 

one. 



4S CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBT.B. 

one^ he hid his face^ and madly called 
out murder!'* 

*^ Jesu Maria \ murder ! did he call 
out murder?'* demanded Theodore. 

" Aye, boy : but why should the sound 
bleach yout cheeks^ and palsy e'en your 
limbs?" . 

" No matter," faltered the youth. 
" Proceed — what eke did you see ? what 
else did you hear ?** 

" No more/* replied Randolphe: 
*^ next morn we left Vermandois, and for 
three nights Montauban kept a. guard 
within his chamber/* 

'' Did it teach liim mercy ?** ques^ 
tioned Theodore, pausing on the verge 
of the forest** 

: '^ That your own. safety can best re- 
solve/* replied the robber* 

Freed from the restraint of obser\'ar- 

tion^ 
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iion, Theodorcj with gratitude^ heard the 
retreating steps of Randolphe^ and saw 
the darkening forest close upon his giant 
form ; he felt as one who, from the brink 
of danger, sees the path of peace and 
^safety open ; as one who, tossed on seas, 
forlorn and joyless, hails the blest har- 
binger of bis sanguine hopes. Elated, 
grateful, he breathed his fervent thanks 
to Heaven ; and then, with tread as light . 
as mountain-goat, or playful doe, brush* 
.ed swiftly o'er the thynraiy herbage* 

Unmarked by accident, or the lingering 
protraction of delay, save the chance 
stoppages for repose, Theodore, at 
length, beheld the turretted spires of 
Valombre, peering amid the age-jooted 
iimbrage of embowering trees. The sun 
was slowly sinking, and the vesper hymn 
of nature flung her melting echoes to 

the 
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the breeze ; sweetly did they linger, no\r 
teasing, now reviving, now dying in the* 
soul-thrilHng cadence of a last exertion. 
He paused for a moment; his eyes fix- 
ed on the agitated waves of the Garonne, 
and his feelings catching the sad infec- 
tion which departing day diffases— ** To- 
morrow thy glory will revive," he arti-- 
culated, slowly moving towards the coiw 
Vent, and gazing from the perturbed*iya- 
ters to the last golden beam of spVSj^-^ 
dour; *' to-morrow creation will smile 
beneath thy invigorating rays: but ma» 
boasts no awakening impulse; the night 
closes on his labours, and the dawafindsk 
him buoyed'by fallacious hope, or writh* 
Ning beneath the pang of disappointment. 
Oh, Nature ! Nature f" and fancy fleA 
to Bena Copia and to Juliette, " why 
hast thou vested my soul with thesen-* 

sitivc' 
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-sitive throb of feeling, if thou mth^ 
boldest ever the tender bliss of sympa- 
thetic intercourse ?" 

He reached the gate ; the bell echoed 
to his pull ; the heavy bars were with- 
drawn ; it flew open ; he rushed across 
the court-yard ; he sought the presence 
of his friend ; and whilst the monks^ 
with eag-er questions, muster around him, 
hailing his glad return^ and loading on 
his h^ad the pious offerin;:^ of their- 
blessings, be it my task to introduce 
to the notic«^pf my readers, the lovely 
object who, at the profession of the; 
sister Monique, in the chapel of the 
convent of Bena Copia, pu^ to flight 
the stoicisms of our youthful mission'^ 
ary, and, jn one moment, stamped him 
an apostate to his former credence. 

CHAP. 
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CHAP. n. 

Ambition ! close art thou leagued with mis'rj ; 
For thou dost poison peace, nay, e'en the spriiig 
. Of hope, to realize thy aim. Not in 
The world 'alone be traced thy fearful strides; 
£nthron!d within the parent heart, freezing 
The stream of natnre and of pity, thou * ' 

Riflest ail the sweets of early love ! 

Pride, man's deadly foe, the bane of 
peace, the never-slumbering engine of 
the soul's destruction, marked in yi^uth's 
earliest dawn the actions of the marquis 
de Lurenville. He becam^ a courtier, 
because distinction attends thd" smile of 
princes; he became a hero, because Fame 
spreads aloud the exploits of the brave; 
Re became a husband, because splendour 
courted his acceptance: in every im* 
pulse, in every revolving period of ex* 
istence, the phantom pursued^ iqstigat^ 

ed^ 
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tA, inspired him ; he lived but for the 
exaltation of his narae^ he sighed but for 
the promotion of his honours. Prospe- 
rity smiled upon his steps^ Fortune la« 
vished the rich award of her favours. A 
son^ the promising heir to his posses* 
sionSj blessed his union ; a daughter^ 
fair as Mahomet's fabled houris^ held 
forth the lure of speculative aggrandize- 
ment. He was a husband^ yet was he a 
stranger to the tender transports of con- 
nubial sympathy, to the dear, the match- 
less intercour^lk of mutual conciliation : 
lie was a father, yet was he a stranger to 
the anxious, sensitive, thrilling emotions 
which fill a father's soul^ — to the mingled 
sensations of hope and apprehension^ 
whose eternal warfare stamps the preemi^ 
nence alike doubtful. Hurried away by ' 
the darling charm t)f ambition, which, 

Uke 
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like a fiery meteor, dazzles the eyes oC 
adventurous perseverance, nature's pre- 
rogative of feeling became annihilated, 
and beneficence and philanthropy were 
but lesser springs in the great wheel of 
action. He was suspicious where ho- 
nour's sacred rule was threatened; yet 
was he open to the snares of the crafty^ 
yet was he subtle and persevering in the 
performance of his projects. Piety held 
no rein to check the strides of huraaa 
frailty, for the marquis was too much a 
man of the world to suppose reli- 
gion necessary to the soul, when healtU 
organized the active energies of the. 
body. Tfce partner whom destiny had 
given him was happy in the sphere of 
submission, because she possessed that 
softness, that pliability of disposition, 
which, yielding to the pressure o| cir-. 

cumstances. 
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cumstances^ gradually converts habit into 
nature. The meek conveyancer of 
princely wealth, her virgin heart yielded 
to the blandishments of professed adora* 
tion ; and she accompanied the marquis to 
the altar, untinctured by one repining 
sigh — uninfluenced by one sordid mo- 
tive. Bigoted to the tenets of her per- 
suasion, her greatest sorrow originated 
in the apostacy of her lord : at times she 
had ventured to implore, nay, strength- 
ened by the arguments of her confessor, 
even to admonish ; but her zeal ever 
awakened the casual smile of contempt, 
or aroused the shaft of jocose satire. De- 
voted to her children, and striving to 
hide them from the dangerous infection 
of example, she doomed her heart to the 
painful privation of her daughter's so- 
ciety ; and prevailing on the marquis to 
voii, 11. D coincide 
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coincide with her wishes for education, 
placed the lady Juliette at the convent 
of Bena Copia. She knew the abbess, 
she knew the nuns ; for she herself had 
gleaned the rudiments of knowledge in 
the same cloister. ' 

* 

The count de Montelion^, four years 
the senior of his sister, rich in the cul- 
ture of abstruse science, and polished in 
the circles of refined life, had already, 
beneath the banner of his sovereign, sig- 
nalized himself in the field. Brave, even 

ft 

to the verge of rashness, animated with 
the patriotic fire of almost Roman en- 
th'.isiasm, proud of the virtues more than - 
the dignity of his ancestors, actuated by 
the love of freedom, alive to the slightest ' 

» 

shadow of oppression, and espousing 
ever the cause of the oppressed, he had 
risen into manhood, with that fervour of 



s 



pirit, 



CONFESSIONAL OT VALOMBRB. 5 1 

spirit/ that glowing energy of soul, which 
stamps a hero's characteristic. His figure 
was of that proportion towering into ma- 
jesty, which the artist covets in his deli- 
neation of an Apollo ; his eyes were blue^ 
yet they possessed all the fire of intelli- 
gence, softening into the languor of sen- 
sibility ; his complexion fair, yet did 
each strongly-marked feature* reflect the 
flash of mental genius. Early in the 
' camp had he imbibed the patieace of 
endurance, the unmurmuring perseve- 
rance of true courage ; a soldier, with all 
a soldier's glowing attributes — disinte- 
. rested, benevolent, ingenuous, he marked 
and shuddered at the growth of that pas- 
sion, which, subduing a father's softened 
feelings, threatened the overthrow of fu- 
ture peace. Not for himself, but for the 
being nature stamped a candidate for 

D 2 love 
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Jove — for Juliette — ^^for his sister^ that 
sister, who, rich in expanding charms, 
whilst yet the playful dawn of infancy 
ti-nged with the fairy-finger of unclouded 
bliss the exuberance of fancy, bad been 
affianced to a man whose years had num- 
bered thrice her own, and whose advan- 
tages were summed up in his dukedom 
and his wealth. 

The duke de Vermandois, the cotem- 
porary of the marquis, the being ambi- 
tion had fixed on for the husband of the 
lady Juliette, existed a proof that Na- 
ture, perhaps in sport, sometimes vio- 
lates her own stamp of perfection, by 
affixing to man, the image of his Credior, 
the blackening dye of a corrupt heart. 
She had neither gifted him with external 
charms, or internal qualifications; for 
})is features, the direct index to his mind^ 

bespoke 



CONFESSIONAL OP VALOMBRE, 5S' 

Ibespoke him proud^ morose^ unbending ; 
a slave to his passions, yielding ever to 
their wild controul, and violating every 
intruding barrier to ensure their gratifi- 
cation ; a sceptic in religion, he laughed 
at the denouncements of purgatory ; an 
apostate to true honour, he yet artfuHy 
guised his flagrant deviations under the 
ma^k^of worldly form. To the few up- 
on whom fortune had lavished her fa- 
vours,, the wiiy so&ness of the courtier 
glossed over the coercion of authority; 
to the thousands whom the iron rod of 
adversity, had already levelled, mercy 
claimed no transient reign to check the 
strides of tyranny. No soft conciliation 
ere mourned the lapse of feelings ere 
chased the tear of wocf ; heavy was the 
yoke which vassalage imposed; for 

Fear checked the curse whose birth oppression owa*d. 

i> 3 la 
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In early youth the snakes of envy 
coiled around his hearty crushing ^*he 
germ of moral virtue. 

His father died. One step alone re- 
mained to intercept his hopes^ and blast 
ambition's visiopg — that step a brother, 
gifted with healthy with vigour, with 
discretion, with honour ; not idly lavish- * * 
ing inheritance and fame in joy lev fits- 
sipation, but labouring in the cabinet 
of state to erect the' bulwark of his 
country's triumph ; labouring to dis- 
charge the trust integrity imposed ; la- 
bouring to add individual honour to the 
long, long list bJT his forefathers* virtues. 

Vermandois traced, the rising obstacles 
to splendour; he saw connubial bliss 
crown the transports of virtuous prepos- 
session ; he saw the dear, the treasured 
pledges of nature cement the bond of 

hallowed 
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hallowed love; he saw, and, like the 
demon of discord, breathed the heavy 
curse of hatred and malice. 

But transient is the breath of life; the 
innocent instigators of that hatred^ like 
the summer flowers, perishing beneath 
the lightning's blast, vanished from the 
face of day, leaving the ducal seat of 
l^^jsancestors open to his ambition, and 
^^ffiis wishes. The world paid him ho- 
mage; for man, blinded by the dross 
gold, forms, bn the presumptive basis 
of his own conception, the standard of 
action. He was despised, but courted ; 
hated, but endured ; splendour solicited 
his alliance, and youth and beauty alike 
spread the soft bland ishmentsr of th^ir 
smiles. The duke, alive to their fascH 
nation, revelled in the luxurious lap of 
pleasure^ hut preserved inviolate th^ 

i> 4 boasted 
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boasted privilege of liberty: a lover, 
"Without forging the chains of Hymen, 
he ranged in the wild latitude of his sen- 
sual nature, nor once paused in com- 
passion^ or relaxed in conscience. 

But Juliette, the lovely origin of my 
dereliction ! True, gentle reader, in de* 
lineating the character of the duke de 
Vermandois, I had forgotten I left ray 
hero surrounded by the monks of Va- 
lombre, for the specified purpose of in-^ 
troducing to your notice the innocent 
author of the missionary's enthralraent, 
the gentle Juliette, who, as the officiating 
friend of the sister Monique, strewed the 
path to immolation with new-blown roses, 
lixtle suspecting that, in the same mo- 
ment, she planted in the devoted heart 
of pur hero, the sharp, the corroding 
thorn of hopeless passion. Pardon then 

the 
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the exuberant flight of fancy, and pa- 
tiently unfold the page^ destined to 
launch her on fhe busy theatre of action. 



CHAP. m. 

r sometimes do believe, and sometimes do not; 
As those (hat fear^ they hope^ and know they fear. 

SSAK£SPEABC. 

Like the golden seeds of harvest, sowed 
by the hand of industry, and nurtured in 
the earth's luxuriant bosom; example, 
-once engendered, spreads, unfolds, ex- 
pands, and crowns the labourer and the 
parent's toil. Such were the hopeful 
prognostics of the marchioness de Luren- 
ville^ as she taught the infant Juliette 
to lisp the credo, and murmur the ave« 
maria ; such the anticipations of bigoted 
zeal, as she traced the brilliant eye of ex- 

D 5 pectation^ 
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pectation, fixed on the hoary visage of 
her soul's confessor. 

" She will be a saint/' whispered father 
Anselme, watching 4he glowing counte- 
nance of his benefaclress. 

" Grant it. Heaven !" aspirated the 
enthusiast ; and then would she strain the 
wondering child to her bosom. 

*' Holy Mary ! infuse thy sanctity/* 

pfirsued the monk, '^ and gift this little 

candidate with heavenly grace/' 

' The child smiled inplayfuHalHance^and 

the mother thought her already inspired. 

^' She will save the soul of her father-! 
she will be a pious ofTcring for his incre- 
dulity !*" she would exclaim; and then, 
flying to her oratory, poitr forth the fei> 
vent thanksgiving of her gratef«l heart. 

*' What if she become a nun ?" que^ 
tioned the confessor ; *' what if her soul, 

elevated 
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elevated by divine inspiration, forswear 
the allurements of the world, and prac^ 
fise theforbearance of immaculate faith?" 

'' Ah I but to part with her/' faltered 
the alarmed mother ; " father, to forego 
the rich reward of all my pains, and all 
my trials.'* 

•' Tis for the salvation of her soul !*' 
rejoined the confessor. '' Lady, some 
sacrifice is due to virtue/' 

'^ True ; but I would fain retain the 
privilege of beholding hen Falher, I 
would watcb her growth, I woiald trace 
the gradual expansion of intellect.. Tear 
h^r hence^ and time effaces the powers 
of memory, and blots the tender record 
of her mother s eare P* 

" Al^ my daOgfater l^' said the confer- 
sor> '^ bow little do you estimate the 
powers of the soul ! Gratitude is^ita^pre- 

i>>'6 domsinaat; 
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dominant sentiment— 'is the very essence 
of its being — is the first, the social, the 
tender tie nature implants; or why do 
we see the smile of recognition brighten 
the downy features of infancy ? why do 
we see the first ray of reason emitted in 
the acknowledgment of a mother's care?" 
*' 'Tisin the acknowledgment of kind- 
vness/' rejoirted the marchioness^ '' the 
mother claims the awakening smile, be- 
cause duty, affection, nature, cementing 
the tender bond, bends her in patient 
expectation o'er her precious charge : 'tis 
not the relative tie; for the hireling, 
whom indolence, fashion, or caprice 
substitutes, oft gleans the rich reward 
the parent heart should covet. . Ah, fa- 
ther ! a mother's fears 'give bijrtb to a 
^thousand, thousand sensations, which 
none else can picture/' 

!' True, 
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" True, lady/' replied the confessor: 
*' far be it from me to limit the. for<:e of 
nature ; . yet would those fears be less 
sensitive, the dangers less apparent, if 
screened from sensuality and tempta- 
tion. Numberless are the snares laid to 
entrap the foot of beauty ; rank, riches, 
both alike combine to arm the tempter. 
Ah ! think how dazzling, how fallacious 
are the pleasures of the world ! think 
of the sophistry, the delusion of its pur- 
suits, and shield the infant Juliette from 
a test so fatal ! Think of her innocence, 
think of the salvation of her yet unpol- 
luted soul ! think of the apostasy of the 
marquis, and resign her to the sure se- 
curity of never-slumbering zeal/' 

*' Alv father!" faltered the nlarchio- 
ness, ''never will my lord second thede- 
cision. Far other prospects, far other 

^ppes. 



._ .-J 
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hopes, colour the ardour of ambition ; he- 
pictures^ through the medium of hhr 
Children, the promotion of his honours- 
»— the^aggrandizement of he name/' 

The man of God meekly crossed his^ 
bosom, then, with a labouring sigh, re- 
joined — '^ Dangerous anchor of reKancef 
dangerous presumption of human pride 
and human error ! Alas ! how often does 
man mistake the road to happiness! how 
often does he labour hard to attain the 
summit, wKose close is misery !"" 

** How can I resist the wishes of my 
husband ?" demanded the miarchioness. 
*' Speak, holy father ; instruct, me how- 
to act. Aid me with your pious doe-^ 
trine; teach my soul to combat or to^ 
yield/* 

'' Obedience is the beaten track," re- 
plied the confessor ; '' wbeiv the incen- 
tive 
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tive owns no criminal motive, to con* 
quer to yield/' 

'' As how, father ?" eagerly demanded 
the marchioness. 

*' By conciliation, by entreaty," re- 
jpined the monk. *' Nature installs man 
the lord of the creation, but she arms 
woman with resistless weapons; man 
sways by authority, but woman enslaves 
the soul— woman rises triumphantly 
through the meek humility of submis- 



sion/' 



The marchioness forced a smile of in- 
credulity ; then, with a heavy sigh, arti* 

culated— '' There are dispositions '* 

and then thoughtfully she paused, fearful 
4».f casting the slightest shade of repre- 
hension on the conduct of her lord. 
^ " There are characters,'^ observed the 
confessor, entering at once into her feel;- 

Jng% 
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ings, " who, gurded by this world's rule; 
own no sway but interest, admit no in- 
citement but ambition. Yet, daughter, 
the hour of conversion will arrive, and 
the prayers of piety will hasten the pre- 
cious impulse. Unceasing be our- ori-*- 
sons to check the dangerous prevalence 
of example, and to awaken the slumber* 
ing soul to the exercise of holiness/V 

But vain wefe the pious offerings of 
zeal — vain the ceaseless expiations of 
religion ; the marquis, buried in the ab- 
straction of worldly pursuits, admitted 

no ptea to rouse him from thre toil. Hii 

« 

study was the pinnacle of worldly great-^ 
xicss; and his hopes^ the passive submis- 
sion of his family. He ridiculed - thfe 
saintly raptures of the marchioness, but 
suffered heir to indulge in all her- piou^ 
inflictions, as it interfered not with his 

pursuits; 



CONFESSIONAL OF VAtOMHKB* 65 

pursuits; but the unguarded smile of 
contempt, the casual inuendo of incre- 
dulity, passed not in harmless ineOficacy. 
-^died not in unnoticed oblivion. 

The little Juliette, the stay, the hope 
of the marchioness's visionary enthu- 
siasm — the imagined missionary of an 
hereafter calling, betrayed the seeds of 
scepticism, and awakened the horror of 
doubt ; she neglected the lessons of the 
confessor, she shrunk from the restraints; 
of devotion, nay, she broke the string 
of her rosarj', and, with sacrilegious pro- 
fanation, scattered the beads in idle sport. 

'' She will be denounced of Heaven,'* 
exclaimed the confesso.r, gazing with 
dismay on the infant culprit. 

The marchioness uttered a fearful 
shriek, and clapped her hands in shud* 



dering forebodance. 



From 
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From this period, the long-projected 
plan of conventual education was reviv- 
ed, and Juliette was destined to the care 
of the holy mother of Bena Copia. 

" There the pernicious influence of 
example will be eradicated/' said the 
confessor, " and the pure doctrine of 
faith restored.'* 

Hope chased the tears of maternal af- 
fection ; and the innate approbation of 
conscience, the never-slumbering incite* 
ments of duty, aided the eloquence of 
her appeal. 

The marquis listened, for it threatened 
not the overthrow of his own schemes ; 
he acquiesced, for it held forth no pros- 
pect of future resistance : submission he 
knew to be the groundwork of faith, and 
obedience the great law^of moral duty. 

Thus guided by different motives, the 
t resig- 
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resignation was acceded to ; and Juliette, 
ere she had attained her seventh year, 
was removed from the parent roof, and 
consigned to the charge of the instructor 
of her mother's youth, the abbess of the 
conven^t pf Bena Copia. 



CHAP. IV. 

i 

O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cov^r itself withal ! j 

SHAKtSPEARE. 



She, like the tenant 

Of some night-haunted ruin^ bore an aspect 

Of horror, worn to habitude. 

Mysterious Mother. 

So slight was the shade of apostasy, so 
transient the prevalence of example, that 

Juliette 
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Juliette forgot the tenor of her fatherV 
incredulity, and soon imbibed the enthu- 
siasm of her instructors. Surrounded 
by the officiating members of faiths her 
every idea became tinctured ; and when^ 
the marchionessde Lureaville, yielding (o- 
the urgent call of affection, visited the 
sacred retirement of- her child, her every 
fear was banished, her every wish con* 
firmed. Securely resting on the promises, 
of the mother superior, she again bade* 
her adieu, without one apprehension. for 
the future, one regret for the past* 

With an intellect comprehensive, with 
a mind ingenuous, with spirits uncurbed, 
Juliette progressively surmounted the la- 
bours of sjtudy, and imbibed the rich cul- 
ture of education. Docile to (he com- 
mands of her instructors^ the playful fror 
lie of youth obtruded not on the hour& 

dedicated 
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dedicated to knowledge^ neither did the 
gloom of cloistered sadness o'ercloud 
the season of cheerfulness. She listened 
to the philosophy of tTie aged^ without 
imbibing the tincture of stoicism — to the 
trials of those whom affliction had driven 
for refuge to a cloister, without che- 
rishing a disgust for the world. She 
knew her prospects in life wore a far dif- 
ferent colour; she knew herself destined 
to fulfil the contract of ambition — des- 
tined to tread the path of grandeur — des- 
tined the bride of the duke de Verman- 
dois; yet she felt no joy in the exalta- 
tion, no pride in the coming elevation : 
rather would she have remained within 
the walls of the monastery, rather have 
embraced the negative calm of religion. 
But duty urged obedience to a father s 
will, and aroused sensibility started no 

barrier ; 
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barrier ; her heart slumbered in calm 
security. She had heard of Iovq, but she 
had never felt its power. The duke de 
Vermandois was little calculated to awak- 
en its glowing energies; and save the 
duke de Vermandois^ the marquis^ the 
count de Montelion^^ and the father 
confessor of Bena Copia, her knowledge 
extended not beyond the pious sister- 
hood. Regret ever mingled with her 
anticipation of a removal from the con- 
vent, because that removal was to be 
succeeded by her marriage. She looked* 
forward fo the moment of sacrifice with a 
^ gloomy forebodance, with a sadness which 
o'erclouded the serenity of the present, 
and spread a blacky an indescribable 
dread o'er the future. 

To her bosom-friend, the novice, sister 
Monique, she would dwell on her name- 
less 
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less terrors, envying her the coming 
hour of profession-—" Your life will be 
so calm, so uninterrupted/' she would 
say; " while I am combating, perhaps 
vainly, the world's innumerable evils^ 
you will be quietly slumbering in the 
lap of religion and of peace.*' 

*' My sorrows are passed," replied Mo- 
nique, wiping the tear which reniem-* 
brance extorted ; '' at least the sorrows 
which the malice of man can inflict; but, 
though passed, they are not effaced. Ju- 
liette, yours has been a life of quiet ; 
mine, alas ! of agitation ; you have 
known no uneasiness but what owes birth 
in the mind; I have felt the poisoned 
arrow of perfidy ; I have been driven 
from the world, for its busy haunts yield- 
ed no safeguard against destruction/' 

''You!'* 
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"YouV exclaimed Juliette, gazing 
on the interesting countenance of the 
speaker ; " you, so young, and so unfor- 
tunate/' 

^' No, not unfortunate,'' resumed the 
novice ; '' for I have escaped the snares 
of vice. Ah, Jliliette ! the heart plead- 
ed against me, 'yet did I resist her coun- 
sels ; Heaven aided me in the contest, 
and gave me strength to stem the so- 
phistry of the deluder.** 

*^ And yet you fly for safety?" observ- 
ed Juliette. 

'^ Yes, from myself,'* eagerly rejoined 
Monique; " I fly beyond the possibility 
of recall, beyond the reach of tempta- 
tion ; I fly from man ; I take refuge 
within this cloister, where, in the excr*- 
cise of religion, in the calm of reflect 

tion^ 
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tion^ the remembrance of the evik I 
have escaped will be a healing balm to 
existence/' 

*' Would I could tarry with you !*' ^gh** 
ed Juliette. 

" You !*' demanded the novice ; 
^' alas ! what sorrow would you fly ? what 
danger would you shun V* 

" I would fly a sacrifice my heart re- 
volts at," replied Juliette; " I would 
shun a marriage which exciles detestation 
and regret. The duke de Vermandois is 
rot the being I would picture, is not the 
being I can love. He has rank« he has 
riches, but boasts not one charm beyond ; 
besides," and her snow-white boscm 
heaved with a labouring sigh, " beside**, 
he is as old as the marquis, my father." 

*^ True," said the novice ; '' but your 
heart violates no compact, pants with no 

VOL. ix. « hidden 
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hidden prepossession; as a wife^ yon 
will burst upon the worlds and the tie of 
duty will restrain the Wayward flights of 
fancy." 

'^ And will the tie of duty make me 
happy?" artlessly questioned Juliette; 
*' will it make me contented in my sta- 
tion ? will it make me grateful for my 
lot?" 

*' It will make your lot to be.endured/* 
replied the novice ; '' nay " 

*^ Is that all?" interrupted Juliette ; 
and her features betrayed the saddened* 
expression of melancholy. 

" Yes, more/' resumed her friend ; " it 
will arm you against the force of flat- 
tery, and the dangerous influence of de- 
lusion." 

" Ah ! but it will poison the spring of 
hope," murmured the desponding Ju-' 

liette. 
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Viette, '^ and leaden the galling fetters of 
bondage/' ♦ 

" Say, rather, that it will softpn the fet- 
ters of bondage," observed Monique, 
" and reconcile the local ills of existence. 
You may be happy, for you may live for 
the bliss of others; exalted charity, un- 
curbed benevolence, is a rich store of 
peace, which individual evils can scarce 
destroy. Had such a field been mine, 
had such a claim withheld me, the world 
had not been renounced, society had not 
'been deserted. I was left alone, unbless- 
ed and unblessing ; no tie claimed the 
office of endearment, or the conciliation 
of regard; my feelings were untaxed, 
for the grave had left no candidate for 
favour. My father fell in the field of ho- 
nour; and my mother, writhing beneath 
the stroke, gave me an orphan to the 

- E ^ world. 
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world. She had prayed for death, bnf 
the cry of helpleatness awakened the 
dormant feelings of nature; she had 
prayed for death, but maternal solicitude 
combated the fell powers of calamity, and 
roused her thoughts e'en from the con- 
templation of a husband's tomb.** 

'^ Unhappy widow !'* sighed Juliette, 
and a trickling tear indicated the force of 
sympathy. 

''You judge rashly,'* mildly resufned 
the novice; '' religion tempered her sor- 
rows, nay, compressed them within the 
calm current of resignation. She was 
not unhappy, for every thought was in* 
jiocent ; her life passed in the unvarying 
exercise of duty, in the calm philan** 
thropy of beneficence, 'Tis true, her 
features wore a pensive cast of care ; but 
frequently would she relax them^ for she • 

felt 
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felt that the repining murmur of discon- 
tent was a reproach to the ordinations of 
Providence " 

** She must have been a saint,'' exclaim- 
ed Juliette. 

'' She is a saint," rejoined the novice, 
*' for she is in heaven \" Her voice fal- 
tered; memory called forth a tear^ which 
piety vainly essayed to repel. '^ She left 
me/' struggling to regain composure^ 
*' without a guide; at an age, too, when 
danger threatens, in a thousand shapes, 
and the heart boasts no security."' 

*' And yet you triumphed," said Ju- 
liette. 

*^ I triumphed," replied Monique, 
*' because I fled. Under the guise of 
friendship, the temptations of love as- 
sailed me. I was scarce eighteen, unac- 
quainted with the snares of the world, 

E 3 and 
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and a sttanger to the artifice of liian. 
The voice of kindnesj revived my droop- 
ing spirits, and filled me with a hope 
that I was not altogether destitute. Gra- 
titiide aroused every faculty of my na- 
\\^xQy and the assiduities of friendship 
kindled the energies of loive.. Mine were 
no commoa feelings; they were strc^iff^ 
they were decided; uninfluenced by 
w^orldly motives, unrestrained by cold 
reserve. 1 dreamt iiot deceit, for I felt 
ii:icapable of ti-eachery, and I weighed the 
heart of St.Aubin in the same scale. The 
p<}igiiancy of grief had subsided ; my 
mother was remembered with tenderness, 
but not with that bitterness of regret 
which marked the first hours of her lossr 
T-hen the arguments of reason seemed ah 
insult to my feelings, and the soothing 
retnofistrances of attention a quickening 

spur 
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spur to sensibility. St. Aubin marked 
the change — marked the smile of new- 
awakened bope~-marked the sigh of new- 
awakened affection — marked me 'for his 
victim," shuddering ; " but I escaped the 



snare." 



t€ 



His victim !" repeated the attentive 
J.ujiette ; '^ ah, sister ! does the world 
contain hearts so base, so relentless ?'* ^ 

*' Alas ! the world teems with beings 
of a similar stamp/' said the novice ; 
'* beings who, with oaths and pernicious 
counsels, violate the confidence of inno-* 
eence, and prey on the peace of the un« 
wary !" 

" How are they to be discovered ? how 
are they distinguished?" eagerly ques-* 
tioned Juliette. 

'* Deceit lies in the heart/' replied 

E 4 Moniquej 
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Monique^ " and often mocks discern- 
ment." 

'* And yet the mask will drop," said 
Juliette. 

"The mask did drop," rejoined the 
novice, *' and. Heaven inspired me with 
fortitude — with resistance. St. Au-bin 
knew me destitute; no friend to resist, 
no refuge to protect; he watched the 
gro\vth of influence, he marked the force 
of love-; he saw my young heart ensnar* 
ed beyond the power of recall ; he saw 
the delusions of sophistry had sank deep ; 
and then he dared he " She he- 
sitated; a quickening blush mantled her 
cheeks; and turning away her face— *' he 
would have seduced me, but I fled, and 
these walls became my sanctuary." 

" And you forgot him, you renounced 
him ?" observed JFuliette. ; 

'' Yes, 



t 
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"Yes, for ever/' fervently exclaimed the 
novice; '' for everl renounced him. But the 
strength of memory baffles the resolutions 
of the soul: the heart, once enslaved Jslong 
ere it regains the exercise of its powers/* 

" Does it ever regain them ?" asked 
Juliette^ 

" Yes, where pride aids the effort,** 
answered Monique, " for then does rea- 
son, then does virtue contend for the 
mastery of passion. My retreat has been 
discovered, has been assailed; St^Aubin 
has been at the grate — has pleaded rc* 
pentance and reparation; but, though 
sensibility yielded, resolution remained 
firm^ From the mother superior I heard 
thc^ tale of remorse ; but not (or one mo* 
ment did I suffer my eyes to beb<>!d i\^^ 
beings who had once so fatally 64^\\^.a 
my senses^ He wrote ta me^ Jii^ % 
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guac^e was pathetic, bis colouring highly- 
wrought ; he pleaded the force of edu- 
cation, and the prevalence of example. 
By blackening the world, he essayed to 
screen his own deformity ; but vain was 
the casuistry of deceit. Secure in the 
temple I had chosen, I transcribed the' 
revolution in my ideas, and affirmed, 
that the world possessed not one charm 
which could cost a sigh in the renun- 
ciation. I tendered my forgiveness; I 
poured forth prayers for his happiness ; 
and concluded with my unalterable reso- 
lution of seeking peace beneath the im- 
penetrate veil af concealment." 

" Did the resolution cost you no 
pain ?" questioned Juliette ; *' did the 
sorrow, the remorse of St. Aubin awaken 
no lingering tenderness?" 

'^ No," replied the novice " My re- 
solution 
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Solution was not the vagrant flight of 
anger^ or the transient conclusion of re- 
venge; it was formed on reflection, it 
was the decision of reason. Could I hope 
for happiness witK the man who had for- 
feited my respect ? Could I rely with se* 
curity on the man who sought to degrade 
i*Ae ? No : though superior in birth/ 
ttiough exalted in rank, I felt he was un- 
iirortHy of me, and the struggles of com- 
passion vanished at the denouncement of 
pride, I had loved him with an enthu- 
siasm alone 'my own ; with an ardou^ 
which friingled with my existence — - 
which formed almost the principle of my 
nature — which would have defied th6 
lapse of time, or the force of afflictieni 
} would have watchied him in the hour o*f 
calamity, I wotold have attended his wan- 
derings, and shared his cares ; but hb 

E 6 * cast 
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cast away the heart of a faithful frieird, 
and scaled the fiat of separation." 

^\ And no exisKng scruples, no linger- 
ing tenderness, pleads the cause of St. 
Aubin ?" asked Juliette. 

The novice breathed a half sigh ; her 
averted cheek glowed a deeper tint, as 
softly she articulated — '' The magic of 
prepossession often defies the argumenis 
of reason, but the privilege of action 
yields to the controul of resolution, Jt 
may be long ere the name of St. Aubin 
can be heard with indifference; yet, 
could he penetrate this retreat, could he 
appear before me, could he, armed with 
the eloquence .of love, essay the winning 
arts of entreat}, I would spurn them alL 
"My tongue should breathe no reproach, 
neither should my manner betray indeci- 
ftion ; I would tell bim, Virtue, once 
% frightened. 
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frightened, had sought a sanctuary, which 
artifice could not tempt her to forego." . 

Heroic girl !" exclaimed Juliette. 

Ah, no, my friend,'* rejoined the 
novice, '^ short would be the reign of 
heroism; with the necessity for exertion 
would it 6y, and tears perhaps might 
record the return of weakness — might 



t( 
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Tears, but not of regret," inter- 
rupted Juliette. 

" Ah, no/' resumed Monique, and the 
sparkling animation of her eyes betrayed 
the energy of her decision, - ** tears of 
outraged feeling. Tyrannic love may 
be dethroned, but thoi>ght will stray ; 
I thought will, with tqrtilring minuteness^ 

revive the painful past. Three years 
have fled since I became an Inmate of 
Bena Copia ; St. Aubin has ceased to per<» 

6eriit<» 
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stecute. With the lapse of time, my ideas 
and my hopes ^have undergone no 
change; established on the basis of de- 
votion and faith, tny heart feels grateful 

« 

for its escape from worldly temptatioft^, 
afnd calmly awaits the moment which shall 
install me a humble candidate in the sa- 
cred vocation of my calling.*' 

'* Would I, too, possessed the liberty 
of a free election !' sighed Juliette. 

'' Retract that wish, unthinking girl/* 
replied the novice; *' parents, kindred, 
situation, stamps that Vish with irreli- 
gion and ingratitude. To me the World 
holds forth no lure to tempt me from my 
cloister; to you it teems with gay scenes 
of coming happiness. Thousands will 
court your favour^ and hang upon your 
smiles; thousands will bless the hour 
hich gave you to society, rich in a 

heart 
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heart expanded by benevolence^ supe- 
rior to the contractions of prejudice andr 
pride." 

Sweet was the smile which lightened 
up the countenance of Juliette, as shiet 
listened to the praise of her friend—* 
praise, not the unmeaning polish of flat- 
tery, but the genuine tribute of disinte- 
rested affection — praise, which sinks inta 
the heart, which cherishes the noble per* 
severance of emulation and virtue. Such 
was the friend, whose gentle and im- 
proving, converse lightened the mono- 
tony of time, and endeared the hours of 
seclusion. But as in society, so is the 
monastic life varied by a diversity of cha- 
racters ; the same passions harbolir not in 
different breasts^ neither does the pur- 
suits and propensities of human nature^ 
more than the human countenance, de« 

pend 
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pend on one regular standard. Alike 
necessary to ihe well-being of each other^ 
the epitome of life may .be traced in a 
contracted circle, where a contemplative 
mind may read the turbulence of pas- 
sion, the never-dying energy of ambi- 
tion, the thirst for glory, the persever- 
ing conquests of application, and the 
« 
subordinate meekness of submission — 

To dash, to rnle, with opposition dire; 
Some sway the heart, while others kindle fire. 

To minute the inmates of the convent 
of Bena Copia is not my intention, nei- 
ther to scan the motives of self-immola- 
tion. As in most religious societies, the. 
effect, but not the causes, assfmilated ; 
and the timid virgin, the contrite sinner^ 
the persecuted matron, and the heart- 
rived widow, sought peace beneath the 
"^Iter of the same habit. 

One 
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One nun alone must infringe upon my 
system of procedure— a nun, whose ac- 
tions, whose pursuits, whose habits, whose 
occasional disclosures, teemed ever with 
the thickening vapours of mystery. This 
iiun was the sister Laurette, the repining 
inmate of a narrow cell, the condemned 
victim of power, the struggling prisoner 
of coercive authority. In the meridian 
of youth, when Nature's kindling hand 
had stamped in mortal irould the breath-* 
ing semblance of immortal beauty, when 
every grace combined to deck the wo- 
man in the angel's form^ she was severed 
from the world, severed from the ho* 
mageof admiring man, and destined to 
the cold, the joyless apathy of prayer. 
It was night when the convent-gates 
closed upon her, when the convent-walls 
echoed the phrenzicd shrieks of her 

despair ; 
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V 

despair ; but the mandate was despotic ; 
the royal signet stamped the fiat which 
destined the prisoner to a living tomb. 
Her rank, her name, her crimes, her sor- 
rows, all alike were hid, and no coming 

•mercy dawned a respite to her fate* 
Racked with contending passions, her 
feelings uncontrouled by piety or forti- 
tude, violent were her efforts of resist- 
ance, prophane the exclamations of her 
wrathi She vilified Heaven, she vilified 
man, she cursed the callings of Ghris- 
tianity, and breathed the bitter execra- 
tions of a relentless spirit. Subdued na- 
ture yielded to the paroxysm of rage ; 

* but, even when her frame was exhauslted, 
even when fever preyed upon her 
strength, imagination knew no cessation 
of quiet. Fearful were the flights of her 
delirium^ and frenzied the shrieks of her 

despair. 
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despair. It was then she raved of hlood ! 
— it wasT then she whispered murder !— 
it was then the pious sisterhood^ with 
looks of horror and dismay, blessed the 
calm of innocence, and prayed for future 
mercy. Charity harboured in the breast, 
of the sister Lucille. 'Tis true, she was a 
fanatic ; 'tis true^^ the pollution of sin, 
glowing on her faded cheek, sought in 
vain to check the reign of soft compas- 
sion ; but Pity, like a lingering cherub, 
firmly kept the field, and wept the lapse 
which bigotry candemned. Never, for a 
moment, did%he steal from the side of 
the forlorn one— never shrink from the 
task humanity imposed. She smoothed 
the thorny pillow of disease, and watched 
the electric flights of phrenzy ; she trea- 
sured the wanderings of extraneous 
thought, and oft conjoined the unfoi^med. 
. . start 
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Start of madness. The object of her cafe 
revived, but with strength returned the 
'fire of unbending pride, the defiance of 
persevering obduracy- No smile of gra- 
titude spoke the acknowledgment of fa- 
vour; rather did her manner betray re- 
proach, for having snatched her from the 
freedom of the grave. Tears marked not 
the hour of compulsatory profession, nor 
did one sigh heave the white bosom of 
beauty. Cold was the glance she cast on 
heaven, doubtful the smile which hailed 

the psalmody of the sisters. With un- 

# 
daunted step, majesty on her brow, and 

grace in every movement, she proceeded 

through the choir. The solemnity of 

grayer relaxed not her features, neither 

did it soften the bent of her resolves. 

She heard the closing admonition ; she 

felt the death-fraught veil enshroud her 

brow. 
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brow, yet did no start betray her feel- 
ings. , Firm, even to apathy, she return- 
ed to her cell, and there buried every 
intruding weakness from the eyes of the 
sisterhood. In vain was she dragged to 
the confessional — in vain were the pious 
exhortations of thejady abbess essayed; 
never would she breathe the tale of con* 
cealment — never disclose the secret of 
past enormities—" You have made me a 
nun/' she would reply, to the threat of 
eternal denouncement, *' but not the 
tortures of inventive tyranny can unseal 
my lips ; you have buried me in this $o« 
litude, but the privilege of self-«examinsh> 
lion shall be my own." 

Years wore away without producing 
change. The sister Laurette proudly 
defied the authority of the superior, and 
treasured the seeming mystery in her own 

brea$t ; 
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breast ; but Ihe canker-worm preyed up^ 
on her peace, faded the roses on her' 
eheeks, and dimmed the lustre of her 
eyes. Sometimes would she exclaim 
againstthe coercion of power.butoftener 
would she sit in moody abstraction. With 
repellent coldness ever would she' meet 
the advances of tenderness; with impa- 
tience, but oftener with studied con- 
tempt, theargumenls of piety. Wrapped 
^vitIlin herself, she parried the prying" 
questions of curiosityj and lived, as it' 
were, estranged from the memWrs of ■ 
hfr own community. Strict was the watch' 
upon her movements; never, fn^an in- 
stant, <vas she permitted to approach the' 
grate ; and at given festivals, and public 
inaugurations, she was banished the pri- 
vilege of the chape!. No soul was to be- 
hold her charms; for the letter ^ her 
eomtnit- 
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commitment ran — *' Thai the sister Lau*** 
rette^ condemned to a life of penance 
and self- mortification^ was to be dead fo 
every eye^ save the inmates of the con^ 
vent of Bena Copia." 



CHAP. V. 



AU' days — 

Henceforth are equal ; 

To-morrow, and the next, and each that foUows, 

Will undistinguish'ji roll, and but prolong one 

Hated line of more extended woe. CoXgrevx. 



Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bespeaks command in it. Shaecsfbaes. 

Changed was every object within the dark 
walls of Valorabre ; gloomy melancholy 
seemed there to reign, and dissatis faction 
and regret to colour the sigh of peni- 
*» ' tence 



« m*. 
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fence — at least, in the eyes, id the ears 
of Theodore. No longer was it the co* 
veted haven of repose — no longer the 
desired barrier against sin and tempta*- 
tion ; futurity wlas seen through the roe?* 
dium of love^ and the world panted after 
as the Elysium of bliss. Every former 
pursuit gave place to the all-conquering 
impetuosity of passion ; and the uncon- 
scious Juliette lived in the brain, ri6te4 
in the heart of the inexperienced mis* 
sionary. What before had constituted* 
pleasure, could no longer boast an at- 
traction ; books, horticulture, nay, the 
charms of nature, became tasteless and 
uninteresting. The pursuits of his for- 
mer recreative hours were neglected, and 
every energy of his comprehensive mind 
sank into inactivity and despondence. 
The corroding worm of hopeless entl_ 
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ment gnawed upon his peace^ and the 
mysterious tenor of his own destiny 
yielded to the destiny of another. He 

« 

could thinks he could dream but of the 
affianced marriage of Juliette — but of the 
blank, the hopeless void which futurity 
opened to his perception. 

'^ What new change do I behold ?" in- 
quired father Betsolin, starting ^t the 
anguished sigh which heaved the bosom 
of his pupil. 

The youth started ; the vivid glow up- 
on his cheek heightened, and his dark 
eyes sank beneath the scrutiny of his 
friend *8, 

*' Surely,'- pursued the monk, '* some 
Jnf^uence, hostile to peace, colours your 
every action, and stagnates the once san- 
guine stream of existence," 
' vo^. u. F ^^ Father 



m 
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" Father " faltered Theodore. 

" You quitted o«r retiretnent deject- 
cd/* rcstrmed father Betsolin> ^ yoir re- 
turn to it dissatisfied : before your depar- 
ture« the ofikes of friendship appeared 
painful, because they were felt as a r^ 
proach to reserve ; no-w ihey are become 
irksome, for they violate the courted 
privilege of thought. Tis in vain yon 
would assume a mask the ingenuow can- 
dour of your nature prohibits. Theo* 
dore, from the earliest dawn of infancy 
I have studied your heart, and marked 
its every movement] some local charm 
supersedes the influence of Valombre, 
and binds it in the ready chainii of en« 
thralment/' 

Theodore sprung from bis seat— ^' Fa* 
thcr!" he exclaimed, in quick and agi- 

t«tei 



!*.^ 
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nited acc«nt% *' by vrhat charm— by wha 
hidden spell do' you dive into the secrets 
of the soul?'' . 

'^ I boast no talismanic power/' said 
the mooki forcing a languid smile ; 
*^ mine is but tiie common foresight of 
experience* Tis an easy task to read a 
heart imschooleti ia the artifice of tho 
world ; yours^ my young friend^ requires 
no Interpretert**, 

^' And can you, indeed^ trace the 
strength of its feelings }" demanded the 
energetic Theodore ; ^' c^n you indeed 
peruse the colour of its future des- 
tiny »" 

<^ Jt k not for jmi^n to pierce the veil 
of futurity/* observed fa^ther Betsolin ; 
'' th« womb of titne, with wise and gra- 
dUfil protmction^ unfolds each coming 
«ha«gf/* 

? « '' True, 



m 
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' " True, father, but y*t you decypher 
the hidden spring of action." 

*' I <?an decypher the rosy hopes 
of expectation/' rejoined, the monk. 
" Though cold, and dead to the worlds I 
have not forgotten the energy of a first 
impression. Nature, unerring in herde^ 
cisions, forbids youth the supine calm of 
indifference; some attractive form has 
lightened the gloomy path of your. piU 
grimage, and whispered that life holds 
forth no enjoyment in dull, unsocial so- 
litude." 

'' Attractive," repeated Theodore, 
yielding to the warm ardour of his feel* 
ings; '^ob, father, it was a vision, so 
bright, so heavenly !" 

/' A yision !" exclaimed the credulous 
father Betsolin. 

*' So young, so spotless, so angelic !" 

conrinut?d 
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continued the enthiisiastic Theodore. 
" AhJ what emotions, what sensations 
did she inspire ! Till then^ my happiest 
moments had been but a negative exist- 
ence — a tasteless, vapid blank ; till then, 
the powers of life had been suspended ; 
till then, the faculty to breathe had alone 
been mine." 

'' And from then," exclaimed the 
monk; "say, boy, what from then?" 

" trom then, father," pursued the 
youth, " I fnay date a new being; a be- 
ing full of transport-^full of hope — full 
of bliss •' 

'' Full of anxiety — full of appreheur 
sion — full of sorrow,*' interrupted the 
monk. 

Theodore turned hastily towards him. 
He spoke not, but his features indicated 
his belief in the conclusion. 

f3 "Fatal 
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" Fatal consequeni^e of confiding te* 
merity !" mourjirully pursued the inonk|: 
*^ £atal exertion of influence ! fata] lapse 
ofreasoji ! Alas! in ihe glance of a mo* 
Haent^ you have coloured the coining 
years of life ; through the o*efpQwerin^ 
indulgence of your senses, you hav^ 
hoarded a store of misery and woe. MU 
fated object of my perseveriug Solici- 
tude ! difBcuIties and dangers crowd up- 
on your path, and every object is peeked 
in the sombre livery -of sorrow." 

" No, farther !" eagerly exclaimed the 
youth, '' every aspect is decked in the 
glowing livery of delight; % new soul 
swells in my bosoms expands my faeul* 
ties, and actuates every impulse of i»y 
nature. I breathe, f exist, I inhale the 
niagic thrill; the past is a bJank; the fu- 



ture " 
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*^ Illusion !" interrupted the monk. 

•' Be it so/' rejoined the energetic 
Theodore ; ** it is an illusion which can- 
not pass away — an illusion which black* 
ens the barren contrast of past apathy. 
Ah, father ! surely woman, the bright ec- 
type of excelling perfection, the existing 
image of vestal purity, the sweet senv- 
bhince of heaven's angels ! surely " 

'' You are enthusiastic, boy," said the- 
monk. 

Theodore paused ; his cheeks were 
flushed with crimson ; yet was it but the 
hesitation of a moment — "Father," he 
resumed, *^ to have seen her once^ is to 
behold her for ever ;" and then, with all 
the warm fervour of youthful passion, he 
recapitulated his first visit to the convent 
of Bena Copia, the inauguration of the 

F 4 sister 
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sister Moniquej and the matchless graces 
of her young attendant. 

Father Betsolin attentively listened ; 
every sentence sank deep in his heart; he 

« 

trembled for the peace of his pupil, yiet 
he knew not how to arouse him from his 
trance. His were no common feelings, 
neither did the casual start of infatuation 
give strength to his expressions; his was 
the warm language of the soul, awakened 
by the impulsive powers of sensibility. 
A new, an arduous task called for the 
exertions of the monk — a task, from 
which the frigidity of the cowl shrunk in. 
apprehension, but which dauntless, per- 
severing friendship hesitated not to per- 
form — a tcsk, which by gentle, almost 
imperceptible degrees, was to extract 
the barbed arrow of festering passion, 

and 
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and revive the salutary dawn of long* 
banished cheerfulness. Every hour.snatch- 
ed from devo^ioif, at once became dedi- 
cated to social intercourse; and father 
Betsolin, banishing the austere gloom of 
abstraction^ courted the insinuating smile 
of cheerfulness, to charm his beloved 
pupil into exertion. 

Grateful' for the effort, eager to ex- 
press'His lively sense of obligation, Theo- 
dore also <)fecame an actor inr the same 
araraa ; but thofagh' he Smothered the in- 
triiding sigh, znd checked the melan- 
thoTy indulgence of his feelings, yet his 
heart glowed with the same fervency; 
and memory, iaithful to a first impres- 
sion, tinged his sleeping hours with the 
delightful dreams of approaching bliss. 
Sometimes the delusive visions of slum- 
ber levelled every obstacle; sometimes 

• * ^ • 

F 5 U 



106 COK|'SS$lOKAjL OF VALOMBR&. 

jx snatched him from the gloomy walls 
of Valdunbre, aQd txm^ptted bim iuta 
the ^ysium of her sof(ietY; thep^gam 
{he gatb/ering clouds pf calamity vrouM 
intervene^ and the flitting image of Ju- 
liette shrink from the ex|ei)ded reach of 
his embrace ; sometitn^s^ perturbed; reatr 
less, he would brood o'er tbelale of fan^ 
i:ied eoercion^ ar)d weep the iopiaghped 
stretch of parental authority; wmetimes^ 
in his " mind*^ ^ye^" he WMiId li»e^l4 
her dragged la thi^ byoi/^n^al altar^ a^d 
fe(ter^ with eomp^Is^tOi^y phains» Paya 
and weeks wpre aw^y in painful protraC"** 
tion, yet was he unal^le' tp sn^p the bond;| 
of restrxiint — yet ^id the pee^cl^ss m^gfi 
retain all its ra3ciu9tion. 

fhe moon had twic^, in f^lj-atlaine^ 
eplendour^ melipwed th^ fac^ gf creatipQ 
with its mild ai>d heavenly ra^ianpe^ dap^ 

pling 
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pling the wood-crowned wmmito of the 
mountains with the light and shade of 
her reflections, yet Theodore visited not 
the ruined archway, nor in thought re- 
called the image of the mysterious stran- 
ger. It seemed as though every percep* 
tion was absorbed in one; as^ though 
love^ admitting no secondary thought, 
tyrannically swayed the sceptre of autho- 
rity. His once eager search to elucidate 
the hidden secret of his birtli appeared 
suspended, and the very name of parent 
had lost the magic spell of attraction. 
Such had become the shapeless tenor of 
eTi^iiitence, such the apathy of a mind 
j^Qe sdive to energy and exertion ; for. 

jLovc's subtle poifion^ midsc the soul iof os'd^ 
Snatches £ro9i ^wisdom the rein of action. 
And spofis at idle struggles. Love rules o'ev 
Man omnipotent. To reason's cogent 
JPowex»-o-4o as^uments profound'— to threnttr*' 



. » 
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To promises — to angry words — to tears — 
To plaints — to woe— 'he fields no tittle of • 
His high authority. 

« 

It was long past the hour of Nature's 
respite from labour^ whe« each narrow 
dormitory contained the sleeping form 
of its inhabitant^ and Death's drear sister^ 
Silence^ reigned within the walls of Va« 
lombre^ that Theodore^ stealing from the 
stained casement of his cell, from which 
he had long watched (he dark volume of 
clouds rolling o'er the disk of the wan- 
ing moon^ stretched his wearied limbs 
on his hard and solitary couch. He had 
mused o'er the unvaried- blank af his 
prospects ; he had exhausted imagination 
in groundless hopes, in futile promises; 
he had journeyed o'er again his mission 
to Bena Copia, and lingered o'er the 
magic charm of first entbralmpatr-when 

every 
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every blissfuT dream, nay, the fairy image 
of Juliette, wa& put to flight, by the 
opening of his cell-doon A cautious 
hand reclosed the latch, and the next 
moment, starting erect, he beheld the 
gigantic figure of the stranger, habited 
as before,"* in the borrowed garb ot Va- 
lombre's order. Doubt, horror, appre- 
hension, froze every impulse of speech, 
and chased the rosy bloom of health; his 
eyes were rivetted on the intruder, and 
his hand pressed upon his throbbing 
heart. 

" Rise, Theodore," whispered the stran- 
ger, *' and repair to the ruined archway: 
you have neglected the sacred tenor of 
your oath ; but justice yields to mercy.'* 
The youth shuddered. 
" Theodore, arise, and fly to the ruined 
archway/* authoritatively repeated the 

stranger. 



.>^ 
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Stranger. " I will await you betleath its 
sheltering gloom. Remember, though 
slow to execute the threatened deed of 
wrath, resistance entails death/' 

The jstranger fled from the cell ; and 
Theodore, trembling at the heavy denun- 
ciation of vengeance, prepared to fol- 
low. With slow and measured footsteps 
he passed down the passage, fearful, by 
disturbingrthe deep repose of the bro- 
therhood, of incurriog questions he was 
unable to resolve, trA|bling at the slight- 
est sound, and startin|; as the lengthen^ 
shadows of the cloisters chequered his 
path. The night air blew cold and 
cheerless, gathering amidst embowering 
shrubs, and dying in melancholy cadence. 
Theodore, impelled rather than willing^ 
turned not one glance towards the mo- 
nastery, but hurried to the apppinted 

rendezvous. 
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reDd€zvoas, The towering outline of the 
figure receded as he advanced ; he saw 
it shrink v^ithio the shelter of the 
archway^ and then heard his own nam^ 
pronounced in a whisper — " Yes, it is ]/' 
replied the youth; " Valombre's bre- 
thre;n suspect not my uncourtly visitor/' 
" Tis well/' excJaimed the stranger. 
'' Theodore^ your own negligettte has 
brought me hithen Think not to escape 
the o'evirting sway of my authority ; the 
grpve alone cah lo^eq^ the fetters yoa 

l»ave forged." 

Theodore shuddered—*' Ah, that its 
influence would indeed dissolve the thral- 
dom !"' he articulated, and then he breath- 
ed a long and labouring sigh. 

y Faolish boy !" resumed the un- 
known. '' In the flower of yojatb^ in the 
dawnii:^ spring of blis$> when the world 

holds 
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holds forth the dazzling lure of pleasure, 

and fancy revels in the region of delight, 

would you blast the energy of action ? 

would you turn untasted the intoxicating 

draught ? would you— — '* 

*' No, no/' interrupted the ardent* 

youth, every idea absorbed; devoted tot. 

Juliette arid 4o love; "^^ I would love to 

share the bliss of sympathy, to breathe 

the sigh of adoration.'- 

• » 

*' You would visit the world P'^said the-' 

wily tempter, eager to solve the clue of 

enthusiasm ; *' you would awaken from 

, the lethargy of abstraction ?" 

Theodore hesitated. 

*^ I will lead yon forth,'' cohtihtied the 
stranger ; '' I will be your guide to bliss,'*' 
smothering the smile of exultation, and 
rudely impelling forward. 
• But Theodore shrunk from the touch; 

the 
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(he deceptive charm vanished ; ^d, with 
a look of horror, he articulated — " Ne- 
ver!*' 

Anger marked the change in the Tea* 
tures of the unknown — " I have rea- 
soned, when force might have com pell- 
ed," he exclaimed : *' now, even now, 
can I drag you from this retrealj and 
boldly defy the vengeance of fanaticism; 
nay, I can work in the gloom of con- 
cealment, and silence those who dare ab- 
jure my sway. Theodore," and he threw 
aside the dark folds of his habit, '' be- 
hold this dagger ! remember the oath 
tak^non the step of the altar — renum- 
ber the threat the forfeiture of that oath 






ensures. 



Holy Mary !'* he ejaculated, as the 
danger of his revered preceptor chased' 
every lesser idea. 

'' The 



114 tX>MrBSStOKAt OF VAIOMBRV. 

'' The monk lives/' resumed the stran- 
ger, ^ though in part the stipulated bond 
has been abused. Had I been the strict 
observer of that bond, murder had sprin- 
kled the shrine of Valombre, and the 
monk's spirit now beyot>d the reach of 
recall. I have been lenient ; but mercy 
staggers : be wary, or it expires." 

" To fly!" faltered Theodore; '' to 
brand my name with ingratitude — to stig«- 
matize my actions with guilt and mys« 
tery — to be heW up by the protectors 
of my infancy as a monster of deformity 
and vice ^* 

*' Or to remain," interrupted the un- 
known, '* and verify man's misjudging 
conclusions-^ to remain, and sign the 
death-warrant of confiding friendship." 

"Torturer!" burst from the lips of 
our hero. 

'* Can 
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*' Can prayer/* pursued the stranger, 
" subvert the throes of coiwcience ? can 
11 absolve the bitter paug of ingratitude? 
can it lighten the burdi^ned soul of cor- 
roding thought?" 

" Is ittfou to ask me ?" demanded The- 
odore^ ivith an emphasis so striking that 
the stranger involuntarily starteul and 
shrunkj as though a blasting vision had 
froze the spring of action. *Long was 
the pause which ensued. Theodore stood 

> 

undaunted, and a proud superiority 
marked the expression of His features. 

'^ Boy/* at length said the stranger, 
and then he paused, and then banishing 
the dark cloud of o'erwbelming rage, 
a«d summoning a smile of deep-fraught 
meaning,' continued — '* I would leave 
you to your fate, but pity at its gloomy 
tendency propels me— I would leavcyou 

tQ 
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to breathe and die in obscurity, to 
linger out a life of deprivation and mi- 
sery, did not more than common feelings 
urge the office oP deliverance — r would' 
leave vou to the numbing influence of 
priestly interposition, but aflTection, o'er- 
ruling destiny, sways* my actions. Ha^ 
Nature indeed lost her impulsrvi "con- 
troul ? has she sacrificed all her' energies' 
to thebhnk of fanaticism ? has she ceded 
every bright, every ^y, every alluring 
expectation to monkish apathy ? Mis- 
taken boy ! the world holds forth ties of 
resistless power — ties which, stealing on 
the heart, claims the soft fervbur of in- 
stinctive homage — ties which the sacred 

« 

bond of nature stamps indelible and holy. 

Once the name of parent-^ -" 

Theodore grasped his arm ; the magic 
chord vibrated to the touch : quick was the 

pulsation 
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pulsation of his heart/ varied the expres- 
sion of hisfeatures^as^withaching, gasping 
impatience he implored an explanation. 
^^ 'Tis I alone can solve the seeming 
mystery of your birth/' said the un^ 
known ; '* I, whom you reject, whom you 

despise; I ^" 

^^ You ! you !" exclaimed the panting 
Theodore] and wild was his action^ for his 
arms grasped the cloak of the stranger, 
as he knelt imploringly at his feet. 

Every threat was obliterated, every 
past apprehension ]osr^ every dormant 
feeling awakened, every cherished hope 
revived — '^ Arise/' said the unknown, 
*' Theodore, be submissive, and the veil 
shall be removed; fly from detention^ 
and a father's arms shall enfold you." 

*' Lead me forth," exclaimed the youth, 
" Lead me to my fathen Amidst a host, 

instinctive 
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instinctive nature will point him out. 
My father ! oh, righteous Heaven ! 'ria 
d^Uty urges to submission.** 

^^ Come on, then," said the stranger : 
but the quick eye of our horo, perusiQg 
the smile of triumph, rivetted hiro to the^ 
spot; a cold> a chilling pang dairtett 
through his heart, and dwgers of un« 
kngwUi of shapelessi tenw, rose to hii 
Imagination— dangers so bhck, so threat* 
cnlng, that his spared soul shrunk shud- 
dering from the brink, Jlxp^ctatioq's 
flowery verdure \';^ni^^h?d j the buddin^j 
roses died} and from their withering 
leaves crept forih the serpent^stitig of 
guilt, l^ife would h^ have reHnqui3hed4 
txi h?ive purchased the p^st calm of fre«^ 
dom^nrtt) have escaped the perils of the 
«r»ng^r's Influence j but vj^in wa«i the 
«igh of regret, vain the indignant start 

of 



V- • 



COKFB&SlOyAt OF VALOMBRB. 1 1 9 

of reluctance; wishes eflffcced not the re- 
cord of the past^ nor ]ighlened thedifll^ 
culties of the future — " Urge me no fur* 
iher," exclaimed Theodore.; •' here ever 
will I tarry. Guilt lures beyond this 
boundary, and gratitude urges me to 
pause. Go, fly, mysterious being ! rea- 
son, honour^i consciencei all bid me bo 
wary.** 

^* Then nature Is negleotedi and duty 
violated," wid the disappointed Mont- 
aubi^n J ^^ the prying incentive of curio- 
sity forsworn, and the offered blessing of 
a parent shunned, Theodore, reflect; 
the power to retract will soon be overj, 
and regret, and unavailing repentance, 
will racH every hour of your coming life, 
Fate smiles but once, and obstinacy, or 
miaplaced generosity, blackena all hei^ 
prospects, The authority of a father 

may,^ ^ 
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may yet " He paused — he started; 

he motioned Theodore to depart from 
the archway ; for the shrill tinkling of 
the maMn bell proclaimed the monks to 
have arisen — " Curse on the busy rites 
of faith !'' he muttered; then quickly 
added — '' To-morrow, seek beneath yon 
tablet the guide of action." 

Theodore fled, nor paused till he had 
regained his cell. His absence had been 
i)nnoticed, and he joiir&d in the accus*^ 
tomed rites of devotion, without exciting 
the i;lfghtest shadow of curiosity. But 
though no external appearance marked 
the agitation of his mind, racked, tor* 
tyred with irresolution and despondence 
were his internal feelings. Images of 
horror rose to his imagination, and des* 
pair cramped every energy of his soul. 
Alive to the inflictions uf self-torture, be 

ahrurik 
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shrunk from the convene of father Bet^ 
salin^ and carefully avoided the society 
of the brethren : he felt incapable of 
thinking but upon one subject, and that 
subject necessity confined to his own 
breast. On either side, misery and regret 
bafHed every hope of comforts-banished 
every prospect of repose. To remain, 
was to seal the doom of the exemplary 
father Betsolin ; to fly, was to be entan- 
gled ia the maze of guilt and woe — " Oh \ 
when, when shall I enjoy the sweet calm of 
oblivion?'* he exclaimed, plunging into 
the deepest recess of the garden ; ^' when 
lose this heavy, this oppressive weight of 
thought and care ? when^ when, oh Fa» 
ther of Heaven ! submit to thy decrees, 
with()i\t breathing the repining murmur 
jof disconteht ?'* 

He forgot that roan, amid thia vast 
vot, n, Q creation. 



h 
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treation^^is the only feeing who adjudges 
the mercy of Omnipotence — who poi- 
sons every hkssing with hew and cease- 
less desires — who complains, where he 
ought to ht thankKtl — who Weeps, where 
he ought to rejoice.^ The picture of his 
ewn unkaown birth, his own estranged 
destiny, arose to imagination, and a sen- 
sation like reproach closed with the ne- 
glected form of a parent, whom he had 
refused to seek ; a parent, who perhaps 
laboured under afRictton — perhaps from 
his hands could alone regain the calm of 
peace ; what sacrifice could be too great 
in such a cause ? what power sufficiently 
strong |o withhold him? — '' Yes, Iwill 
go, I will fly VNWther duty urges me,'^ he 
exclaimed ; " every tie will I sna^ every 
bond will I sever; in search of ihei^ my 
father, I will pierce the world's exire- 

mity. 



Biity^ nor repine at accomiibtiiig das- 
gers ; youths strength, all in the pinsaic 
shall be essayed ; and when my couiage 
fakers^ when my energy exinrei^ Cue will 
-have exhausted the Uist lingering effort 
of existence^ wBl hanFe silenced At throb* 
biBg impulse of nature/' ^ 

Anxiously he watched the revolving 
hours, anxioosly he pined for the ap- 
proaching day. He saw the sun sink 
beneath the horizon ; he saw its bright 
reflection tinge the ethered canopy of 
heaven ; he saw it tremble on the stained 
panes of the monastery^ and then shadow 
into grey. His mind caught the infec- 
tion of sadness^ and his heart drooped in 
the foreboding gloom of despondence ; 
tears streamed from hiseyes^ as piety up- 
raised them in supplicatian* He whis- 
pered a prayer for fortitude, and tlien, 

G 2 wondering: 
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ivobdering at his feelings/returned to the 
convent. 

The monks had ihet in the refectory. 
He joined them^ to silence suspicion; 
and having sparingly partaken of .the 
evening'a r^past^ eagerly resought the 
seclusion of his cell. The night wa^ long 
and cheerles9> for sleep but transiently 
bestowed her salutary powers; palsied 
starts broke his casual slumbers^ and hor* 
rid dreams realised his waking anticip%^ 
tions. The stranger led him through dif- 
ficulties of appalling horror^ atid bound 
hiiJl in the galling fetters of perpetual 
slavery. The morning arrived; the cheer- 
ing sun enlivened the face of creation ; 
it seemed. to awaken joy, save. in the 
breast of Theodore. He arose; be lis« 
tened to the grateful chant of praise; he 

saw ihe feathered choristers toweJng i^ 

>• > 

* 'Mpid< 
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*' mid air/' and envied them the latitude 
of liberty. Alas ! save in mind^ he could 
boast no similarity ; circumscribed had 
ever been his ways^ and limited his sphere 
of action. 

The day wore away, and Theodore^ 
with restless impatience^ awaited the 
moment for Visiting the archway. It ar- 
rived. The vesper hymn was chanted^, 
and the monks retired to their cells. He 
stole into the garden; no ray of light, 
gleaming on bis path, pierced the gloom 
of surrounding darkness. Groping his 
way with caution, he reached the ruined 
archway. Thrice he struck the tablet^ 
but no sound was returned; he raised 
it, he thrust his hand into the aperture^ 
and drew forth a folded paper. Panting 
with agitation and curiosity, he hurried 
to his celt vrhere, by the light of his 

G 3 laper^ 
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taper, he perased — '' No longer by 
threats will i intimidate;* 'tts to the heart 
the voice of Nattire most appeal. Theo* 
dore, you' are not an orphan. The bre- 
thren of Valombre have deceived yoo : 
they wish, under the plea of being friend- 
less and destitute, to keep you to them- 
selves. If yoa have courage to sever the 
bonds of thraldom — if you have art to 
elude the canting hypocrisy of spiritual 
Advisers — if you have fortitude to search 
out the adventure, a father remains on 
earth to enfold you. At the hour of 
twelve, deposit beneath the tablet the de- 
terminations of reflection ; andl/it oi)e, 
seek in thfe same spot its acquiescence nr 
its refntdtiott." 

Theodore snatched a feaf from his ta« 
blets; his det^rminatioh Was made, ere 
reflection was courted s-*^** I have cou* 

rage. 
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rage, I have fortitude," he wrote, "but 
not art. Stranger, if hypocrisy must 
blind the eyes of assiduous affection, I 
own myself incapable of the undertaking* 
From earliest infancy I have been taught 
to shun th^ path of disguise, and my 
heart cherishes its lessons. If my father 
lives, let him claim me of the abbot, let 
him dpenly assert his prerogative, and 
the gat<s of Valombre will be unclosed. 
If my father lives, if he is such as tny 
youthful fancy pictures, together shall 
we pour the grateful tribute of praise oi> 
those who have taught me to estima^ his 
blessing, Stranger> I dare not quit Va» 
iombre under the ambiguous shadow of 
mystery/* 

At the hour of twelve this was depo* 
fUted beneath the tablet ; and at on^ 
true to bis appointment, he sought the 

c 4l response 
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response — *' The oath still exists — the ^^ 
secret still must be retaiiled," wrotb 
Montauban ; " (he slightest infringement 
calls forth the threatened vengeance, and 
insures destruction. Theodore, when the 
clock is on the stroke of three — when the 
moon shall have arisen/ prepare to quit 
the monastery ; meet me in the garden. 
J^gmember, I doff entreaty, and a'ssume. 
camYnand. If you delay, if you hesitate, 
ril pierce even into the heart of the 
sanctuary, and tear you from your fan- 
cied security ; yes, in the face of the 
abbot, in the face of the monks, 111 stamp 
the preeminence of my^ power. Theo- 
dore, greet me as your friend, and let 
your heart cede to the yearnings of na- 
ture. If you are obedient, if yoii are 
grateful, mine promises ne^^r to abandori 
you. I will watch o'er your fortune, and 

elevate 
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elevate you to a height far ^xceedin j the 
most daring flights of your ambitioiu 
Theodore, you shall become as a rod of 
iron o'er the dastard soul of him who 
would destroy you. Court me as a 
friend ; once an enemy, know me im-. 
placable. \ At the hour of three, rcmem-* 
bar, be punctual, be resolute ; no start 
of indepision, no expression of reluc- 
tance^ must mar the enterprise. The life 
of the monk Betsolin merits some sacri* 
*fice^ the restoration of a father some 
exertion. Mark me, Theodore, this step 
rejected, this offering spurned, never 
more shall the eyes of the monk Betsolin 
behold the glory of the rising sun— ne- 
ver awaken to the coming day. His 
blood be on your head, a blasting monu* 
ment of ingratitude ; his pangs a damn- 
ing prelude to perdition. And the fa- 

°^ thet 
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ther who gave yon being, l'he6dore, 
6*er his head I wield the dagger of fate ; 
break you fhe chains of his bondage, or 
become his curse — his bane — his mur- 
derer." 

The paper dropped from the nerveless 
band of the youth — " God orhcaven !" 
he ejaculated. Every instinctive feeling, 
JBvery genuine affection was awakened. 
*' To fty !" and fearfully he paused, and 
despairingly he pressed his hand upon 
Hh forehead. '^ Under the shelter of 
inight, when affection slumbers, to steal 
from the arms which fostered my years of 
helplessness — ^from the roof which shel- 
tered me in the hour of desertion !** The 
doubts, the anxiety, the suspense df fa- 
ther Betsolin, rising to imagination, 
pihrenzied his thodght^, and racked hith 
with the gnawing tbrturels of regret — -'df 

appealin^ 



T" 



% 



OONyBSSXONAL 07 VALOMBRB, ISF 

appealirfl^ tenderoMs. With hurried steps 
he paced his cell, his hand grasping the 
fatal paper, and his eyes swimniing in 
tears. The clock tolled two— -he started^ 
as though an* asp bad crossed his path. In. 
one short hoiir, Valombre would be for* 
saken, and himself under the guidance of 
a being, who ruled with the tyrannic 
away of power ; in^ one short hour, the 
possibility to retract would be passed. 
Alas ! it was already passed ; for the ao- 
ment that enchains the mind deprives us^ 
joi die privilegf^ of action. Awed by: 
threats, impelled by compassion, Theo^ 
dore had long since yielded to the yoke 
of bondage, and felt too late the ineffi^ 
cacy of resistance. A tame submission,, 
an unmurnraring acquiescence, was alL 
that remained; no alternative offered it-- 
aelf^ through which he could escape the 

^ <*' threat- 
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threatened evil* Sorrow was a weak^ a 
vain indulgence ; without lightenino^ the 
hearty it expended moments^ which ex- 
ertion claimed for the last effort ofafTec- 
tion. He could not explain the motives 
of his conduct ; he could not point out 
whither he was going, or whether he 
should again return ; but he could teU 
his friends that his heart was unchanged^ 
^ that his gratitude was undiminished ; it 
WMdd throw some light upon bis disap- 
pearance ; it would relieve the anguish 
of incertitude. Chasing away the almost 
blinding tears of regret, he .penned to 
his beloved preceptor, father Betsolin^ 
this short transcript of his feelings. 



*x< 



" A strange fatality pursues me ! 
I am impelled^ without the power of resist- 
ance;- 
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ange ; I am hurried from Valombre^ with* 

« 

out the privilege of choice. While your 
senses are steeped in the cat(n, the balmy 
trance of forge tfulness^ mine are racked 
with tvery pang, save guilt. Father^ I 
dare not solve the seeming mystery — I 
dare not divulge the source of action : 
•yet condemn not the mind you have 
moulded, the heart you have formed ; it 
may be crushed, but not subdued ; it 
may be destroyed, but not infected. Vice 
may allure, but rectitude cannot be 
shaken ; the soul may be assailed, but its 
principles of honour are immaculate. Fa- 
ther, my reliance is not upon myself, 
but upon the lessons you have taught 
me, but upon the Power you have led 
me to invoke. The privilege of prayer 
may b$ snatched midst the den of vice ; 
«tta fervent oflTerings of piety accepted^ 

though 
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though outwardly deadened by the pro^ 
fane blasphemy of sceptics. Father^ the 
beings ■ I dare not say more; I have 
sworn secrecy, and murder closes the 
crime of perjjiiry. Think of me in the 
soKtude of your heart's communion-— « 
pray for me in the holy sanctuary of your 
worship. Should time remove the veil^ 

should Heaven will (he chains of slavery 

■ 

to be severed^ then, in the precious mo- 
ment of liberty, will I fly to Valombre, 
will! revisit the haufntd of my infancy, 
the friends of my youth. Should the. 
ambiguous clouds of fete overwhelm, me, 
should existence yield to persecution and 
calamity, father, I will die in the path 
of duty, with the precepts of immortal- 
truth upon my lips/' 



Carefully 



»» 
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Carefully he placed this vague expla^ 
nation of hrs conduct whither the eye of 
afTectton would p>enetrate; and then^ 
with a pang almost mocking the dissolu- 
tion of nature^ descended from the dor* 
mitory^ and hurried into the garden* 

Montauban awaited him beneath the 
shadow of the archwav — " Be rteolute^ 
be whispered : " one more exertion of 
courage^ artd our escape is insured/' He 
extended his hand^ but the youth shrunk 
from his touch. " What do y«u fear ?" 
be demanded. 

/' Every thing/' replied Theodore* 
^' Beyond these walls ne security can be 

■ 

found/* , 

*^ Within these walls/' ironically ob- 
served the bandit^ '' pleasure is unfelt, 
and freedom unacknowledged. The time 
will come^ when example will thaw the 

frigidity 
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frigidity of education^ and restore to 
Nature her long-abused privilege of ac- 
tion ; the time will come, when the past 
years of infatuation will seem as a blank 
in existence^ as a cheerless epoch, from 
which naught but misery and restriction 
can be dated." 

*' Alas !** articulated Theodore, with a 
sigh of desponding sadness^ '* the time, 
I fear, is fast approaching, when, from 
drear contrast, the past will hold forth 
the only hours of peace I am doomed te 
know." 

'' You are a fanatic," exclaimed Miont- 
auban, drawing a fillet from beneath his 
cloak* 

Theodore started. 

The bandit smiled — '* It is but a tem- 
porary darkness," he observed, attempt-t 
ing to place it o'er the eyes of ourheror 

but - 
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but the youth struggled, and regained his 
freedom. " Theodore/' said Montauban, 
in a voice which forbade objection, 
" the light of the moon must for a few 
moments be shut out ; your eyes must 
not behold the path we traverse/' 

'' The oath of secrecy shall extend even 
to my removal from Valombre,*' said the 
indignant Theodore ; " surely then '• 

'' It must be,*' interrupted Montauban* 
*' My word I pledge for your safety/* 

" I fear not for my safety," exclaimed 
the youth. 

'' Then be submissive/' rejoined the 
bandit. " Theodore, I command obe- 
dience. Remember my threat — remem- 
ber my power." 

The youth yielded a reluctant acquies- 
ce^. The fillet was placed before his- 
eyes^ and the vigorous arm of Montau- 



j_i.» 
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ban led him forward. Suddenly a sounds 
as if the falling back of a door^ sueceed*- 
ed; and then, warned by the cautioa 
af his guide, he descended a steep flight 
bf steps. The path was long, l'ocky> aD4 
uneven ; but the arms of Theodore were I 

fettered by the giant grasp of Montau- 
ban ; and though he frequently tripped 
6'er loose and projecting^ (Stpnes> stUlj 
wHh unyielding perseveranOe^ they,coii^ 
tinned to advance. 
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CHAP. VI. 



Merci 



-It fea attriWte tc Gorf !. 
• And eaftUj power dodi then sLow Lsc$4 
God'a^ whBB bmrj tesft^ns jbscx«. 

^ Tflntx is a struige mysCerj o'ercloud* 
itig the actioDB of "sister Laurette," said 
* the nuD Lucille^ seating herself bf the 
Side of Juliette^ '' an inconsistency of 
character, which baffles all our attempts 
at elucidation. Sometimes the tear of 
penitence hangs trembliag in her eye ; 
then the fiery gust of passion distorts her 
features, and betrays the undyit>g iaflu** 
ence of revenge : sometimes depressed^ 
even tothe sombre gloom of mtUnchoIyt 
sh^P^rinks from the obtrusive kindness 
of compas^on, and buries her sorrow)) 

aiul 
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and her plaints in joyless solitude; then 
again she bursts forth in' the language of 
reproach, accusing Heaven with injus- 
tice, and man with barbarity. Kay, 

often " 

" Unhappy Laurette!" interrupted 
Juliette; " is all her life thus spent in 
misery ? does no intervening hour of 
content lighten the lingering horror of 
inaction ?" 

"Oh no!" rejoined the sister; " tur- 
bulent and ungovernable, she exists the 
slave of, passion, or the sport of woe. 
lleligion soflcw^nol the bitterness of her 
complaints ; for tier soul scof^ at the 
pious exhortations of faith, and spurns 
ever the doctrine of true holiness," 

" And yet she was professed," said the 
astonished Juliette. ^ . 

Sister Lucille crossed her bosom, then, 
in 



CONFESSIONAL W VALOimB., 141 

in a low voice, continued — " True, she 

was professed, but *' 

*' But what ?" importuned Juliette. 
*' Alas ! my daughter, there are crimes 

— there are actions " 

*^ What crimes, what actions blacken 
the life of the sister Laurette ?" dems^nd^ 
ed Juliette, grasping the hand of the 
nun, and looking imploringly in her 
face. 

•' God reads the heart," ejaculated the 
devotee, raising her eyes in pious reve* 
rence. *' Absolution lightens ^ot the 
burden of sin; for, with sy^rilegiouti ob« 
stinacy, ever has she rejected the atoning 

offering of confession. She says " 

' " Then are her tenets unfixed," ^gaia 
interrupted the horror*strnck Julietl?. 

^pfTis her mind which is unfiled/' sig« 
niiicantly whispered the nun. 

*' Surely 
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'^ Surely the seeds of heresy have been 
engendered/* pursued Juliette, regani^ 
less of the remark, " and her soul im- 
piously breathes doubts of ^alvatieii. But 
what does she say ?**■ 

" She says/' rejoined sister Lucille, 
'' that God, not man, shall be the judge 
and the awarder. And when out holy 
mother argues with her feelings, and pi- 
ously essays to stamp conviction, she 
sometimes weeps, sometimes sits iti sul- 
len silence, but oftener breaks forth in 
unbecofiing violence^ vowing, that 

though coereii^it binds her in unwilling 

' ' _^ • 

slavery, its bitterest threat shall never 

extract the secret of her woes.** 

''Was it coercion which brought her 

hither?" demanded Juliette. 

*' The saints convert her! she caBb it 

coercion,** replied the sister,- *^ hut it waa 

.mercy ; 
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mercy ; she calls it the arbitrary stretch 
of unjust power, but rather ought she to 
hail it the blessed instrument oF salva- 
tion. She was brought to Bena Copia ' 
to repent/' 

" If repentance comes not from the 
fitart/' observed Juliette, '' 'ti$ unavail- 
ing." 

" True/' rejoined the nun ; " but to 
t>e snatched from the malign influence of 
^}h, is surely a step to the souFs conver- 
sion ; to be removed from the dire in fee* 
tion of guilt, is a quickening pass to 
mercy." 

*' We ought to think so," said Juliette. 
" We miisi think so," pursued the sis- 
ter ; *' for the corruption of the heart is 
too often owing to the prevalence of 
example. The world is a sad, sad theatre 

for 
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for youth ; its temptations are sostrong* 
and its sophistry so deluding: blessed are 
those who escape its snares ! Sin often 
borrows the garb of innocence ; and our 
own hearts^ lured by its delusions, com- 
bat to undo us." 

^ Our own hearts!" repeated the asto- 
nished girl. 

^' Yes, lady, where sensibility takes the 
reins from reason ; for then are we hur- 
ried away by instinctive feeling, then 
are we guided by the wild energy of pas- 



sion." 



^^ Surely,'* exclaimed Juliette, with a 
heavy sigh, ^^ against so many assailants, 
man can boast no safeguard.** 

*' Alas! my daughter," replied the 
nun, *' there exists his chief danger : the 
presumptive boast t)f self-security leads 

him 
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h\ni into the Vortex of temptatioil, and 
hm-riei^ him into tin, when flight might 
have enured ssafety." 

" Yet how can we resist the impulse of 
nature?" asked Juliette; "when the heart 
pleads a^iftst ns, hbW cat! we hope fof 
eohqdest ?'* 

'^ In evasion^ not defiance," replied 
srster Lncille. " In a security like oui-s, 
the passions glirmber, and virtue fears nd 
lapse^ because untried," 

'* Then 6an she cldra no praise/' ea- 
geriy observed Juliette ; *' for safety 
gleaned by inactron boasts not merit." 
* the tftfn Was Silent; she struggled to 
repfess a frown, she pined to substamiaic 
her own hypothesis, yet she felt the ar- 
gurtetit of her ydutig opponent conclu- 
rfJve-— ^^ Atid you," at length ^he obsei v- 
ed, forcing a sinile of doubtful birth, 

vat. H. a *' you 
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f' you would fain brave the danger to 
obtain the praisC;; you would pass the 
fiery ordeal, and barter peace to martyr 
nature,'" 

'' I would engage in the active dutiet 
of life/* mildly replied Juliette j " nor 
shrink with pusJllanimou« fear^ because 
the task appears ardiiQUs/' 

^* You wotild expose your heart to tho 
delusions of love," mournfully^ sighed 
the sister. *^ Ah, unthinking girl ! you 
would plunge it into aaca of woe, blading 
all its hopes, stagnating all Us energies/* 

^' How erroneously do you judge my 
* meaning !" eagerly replied Juliette; '^ in 
truths sister, I would but fulfil the man- 
date of mv father/' 

. *' Do you think the heart so passive i*'* 
asked bister Lucille, '* Poor child ! do 
you think its joys, its hopes, its anJid* 

paliop^ 
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pations^ all under the ^guidance oFautho- 
rity ? Do you think the effusions of sen* 
timent, the sympathy of prepossess! on» 
smothered^ -or awakened^ by the voice of 
duty?" 

'^ Alai ! I know not/' artlessly replied 
Juliette. 

'^ You will find no</' resumed thenun. 
♦' Love scoffs at the chains of compul- 
sion^ and sways the soul, in defiance of 



reason.** 



^^ Jfh ! but not always/' said Juliette; 
. <^ love, sister, dies at the altar of pro» 
fession/' 

♦' Love is (il\jured2i\ the altar of pro- 
f^ssipn," rejoined thenun, and a passing 
blush dappled the pallid hue of her con %. 
plexlon, 

. *' Then a vagrant thought will pierce 
^V€n yon barrier of sin*'* said Juliette, 

H 9 pointing 






pointing to the ciuter walls oT the mo- 

BJI6t€PV. 

Human nature fe imperfect," so^- 
lemnly rejoined the devotee, '^ fallen, 
debased ; save in the interposing mercy 
of Pr.ovidence, it boasts no reliance." 

" True," said Juliette, '' and that mercy 
extends beyond the walls of Betia Co- 
pta. 

" That mercy,'* observed the Bun, 
" extends to tlj^p globe's utmost Kmitsj 
liav, 'tis unbounded, 'tis omniscient !'* 

*' Then/' quickly rejoined Juliette, 
grasping the hand of the sister, *^ why 
should the world be so fearfully shun« 
ned ? why are its busy scenes so full of 
peril ?" 

'^Because,*' replied the nun, " its in* 
habitants are dissolute; because, the 
slaves of passion, biassed by the laxity of 

, opinion. 
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opbiofi, riiey sink onder the seduction* 
of sin and sensuality." 

'' NotaHf sister/' again observed Ju* 
liette. " Surely the world boasts some 
examples of moral rectitude/' 

" Many/* rejoined the nun; ** yet 
mark, and shudder at the perversion of 
its principles. The just, the conscien* 
tious, who bravely stem the mania of 
corrupt infection, are satirized, are iridU 
culedj nay, often shunned, as scarecrows 
to mirth, as antidotes to pleasure. In 
the worlds the innocent too are assailed 
by the designing ; and though virtue may 
not slumber, yet peace too often sinks 
the victim*" 

" Surely," questioned Juliette, " the 
innate cpnsciousness of right, the early 
instilled principles of rectitude, must be 

H 3 a safe** 
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a sdf^^uard, a shield against the random 
arrows of vice." 

" Alas ! too often does vice assume 
the similitude of virtue," replied sister 
Lucille ; '' too.often does she deck her- 
self in' a fascination so wily, that the 
senses become entranced, and the powers 
of action dormant. Where then is the 
security for youth ? where the safeguard 
for innocence ? Juliette^ too creduloui^ 
girl ! the heart, assailed by sentiment, 
softened by sensibility, knows no secu* 
rity in itself, for the very chains of its 
slavery are illusion. Propelled by a new, 
by an indescribable fascination, it hopes, 
it fears, it acts, it lives but under the 
instigation of its possessor; external ob- 
jecls become iittainted, the magic charm 
breathes in every zephyr, fans the rosy- 
hopes 



'IL 
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hopes of promise^ nay, heightens the 
emerald garb of nature with the vivid 
colours of poetic fancy : 'tis then -'* 

^ Surely," interrupted .J^^ette, her 
cheeks glowing with the enthusiasm of 
her ideas; " surely, sister, your heart 
must have felt, ere it could thus ^elU 
neate the force of passion." 

" It has felt/' mournfully replied the 
nun ; '' it has done more than felt, it has 
bled from it. Time blunts not the pow- 
ers of memory, nor recalls the season of 
cheerfulness : the feelings of the heart 
once betrayed, the spirit once broken, 
where exists the balra which can softerf 
the pang of retrospection, which can 
allay the anguish of corroding thought?" 

•• It exists in the offices of devo- 
tion/' mildly observed Juliette, " in the 
never-dying mercy of atoning faith." 

H 4 •' True/* 
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" Tru^/' rejoiced the r?c]«$e, in taLen 
of canviction^ " religion h the sure anti^ 
dote to woe ; 'tis the firm st^fF which up- 
holds affliction, the best, the only re- 
li^r\pG th^t the soul can hope I" • 

" Bu-t it mu&t be voJunt^irily grasped," 
exclviiroed fister ^aurette^ who unoJ)« 
served had entered the cell; ^Mt iiiu^t 
be the soil's free election, the heart's 
vnbiassed choice, else does hypocrisy 
st^mp the colour of its fervoyr^ aqd re<- 
grel jaundice the sig(is gf iiT)^gini?4 
faith; Heed not her pictures/' itnpu]-* 
sively placing her hand on the shoulder 
9f Juliette; /' *tis mistaken ?eal, 'ri» 
rash, 'tis delude^ bigQtry th»t d^plc^ this 

■ * 

living sepulchre \x\ the garb of content. 
Sl^e would catch yoij \x\ the toil, she 
would condemi^ you tolp^ctton and tx^t-* 
less splitude; $h^ would remove you 

from 
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from the worlds and enrich this com- 
munity with an unvitiated offering. Poor 
child ! poor novice ! she would fetter 
you with chains^ so heavy, so corroding^ 
that liberty, man's best bequest of Hea- 
yen., could be attained but in the grave." 
^' With what unhallowed latitude do 
you judge my motives!" said sister Lu- 
cille; " I would make converts^ not en- 
shrine victims; sister, I would lead a vo- 
luntary offering, not poHute our altar 
with a bleeding sacrifice," 
. The flush of passion momentarily ting- 
ed the faded features of Laurette, as, with* 
a. glance of iil-repressed anger, she re- 
plied— " 'Twould boast no novel charm : 
these hollow aisles, these cloisteral pas- 
sives, could but reecho the plaints of 
dissatisfaction and despair; for I>. alas f 
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exist a living monument of monastic 
clemency !" 

" You !'* exclaimed iulictte, and the 
mysterious, the untold secret of sin was 
forgotten, or at least was eflTaced by the * 
pleadings of compassion. ' 

*' Beware, poor girl ! lest they should 
enshroud vou," resumed sister Laurette: 
" they will name it piety, and then your » 
shrieks will be unheeded ; they will say 
'tis in the cause of religion; they wilL 
say 'tis for the salvation of your soul, and 
the struggles of the flesh must yield. 
Oh ! 'tis a coercion the most oppressive, 
a power the most abused. They chained - 
my body^ but not my mind ; they drag- 
ged me to the confessional, but compul- 
sion rould not tear the secret from my 
lips." 

•'Say/ 
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" Say, rather/' observed sister Lucille, 
numbering the beads of her rosary, "say 
that the yielding mercy of our most holy 
mother has kindly foregone the severity 
the relentless laws of justice would in-* 
flict." 

m 

A mingled smile of contempt and de- 
fiance marked the features of Laurette — 
" Self-interest is a never-slumbering 
plea/' she exclaimed; '' a plea which 
marks the actions of faith, which decks 
power in the garb of mercy. Ah I 'tis 
a sad world to live in ; and this is but its 
epitome ; all that are banished hence are 
its joys. Poor child I believe the exag* 
gerated outline, invest yourself with the 
hideous garb; and when the delusion' 
ceases, when the infatuation fades away, 
quick follows the rankling pang of Re- 
gret. Oh ! 'twill corrode, 'twill embit- 

H 8 ter. 



ter, 'twill poison th^ JSw^^t springs of 
life, and bla^t ev^ry cK^rished hopo of 

ajyoyment.*' 

. *^ Ah, bister!" enophalically ob^vvcd 
Lucille, '' tQ you it naight op^n a field 
for hope, through the office of repen- 
tance?.'' 

*^ To- me!*' fieT^e}y exchifned the nun ; 
then, with a vain J^lniggl^ for ^ompo- 
«ire, she contintsed — '' hope expires in. 
the moment of slavery : lib^rly 13 Mian's 
rightful privilege; he inhales it with the 
first breath he draw^^ Md with his Utcsti 
-* eflffjrt does it expire." 

• *' Then should it; be used as the bouti* 
teous bequest of Heaven/' said sister Lu- 
cille, '' nol degenerated into the pandet 
of lawless irregularity," 

^' It should.be free from ,the coercion 
o( sel^arrogated authority^, not subject 

to 
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to Ihe invasion of tyrannic will/- rejoin- 
ed Laurette. •* Was it Virtue that drag- 
ged me to this living tomb ? Was it Re- 
ligion that chained me here in reluctant 
captivity ? Say, was it Piety that barred 
the gate? was. it Mercy that turi^ted a 
deaf ear to my cries ?'' 

*^ If the crime was heinous^ mercy sa- 
vours the award," answered Lucille. 

" What crime ?" sternly demanded the 
nun. 

• ^' Let Conacience answer," mildly re- 
sponded the sister;**' it is a power which 
owns no ^9ontroul) which sways in spite 
of human effort, and speaks midst gnilt & 
unhallowed clan. In vain the vplup- 
tuary, midst riot, seeks to drown her 
voice; in vain the casuist at substance 
scoffs^ atld to mere shadow clings; she 
will, she must be heard. Years are as 

yesterday ; 
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yesterday; she dives within the pale of ' 
man^s remembrance^ and stains anew the 
deed of blood." 

Palsied was the start of sister Laurette; 
thrice she essayed to raise her shrunken 
hand, and thrice the effort failed — ''Blood ! 
blood !" she faltered ; " 'tis false ! here 
is nastain !" then raised her sunken eyes, 
and snatched, with phrenzied grasp, tbe 
arm of her reprover, 

'' Not to the outward eye," resumed 
Lucille, " but in the hearty sister, the 
tax ofguilt ia[con«dffic6." 

The nun retreated ; she drew ^her veil 
over her face, then paused in doubtful 
musing—*' Can prayer atone ? Can man 
absolve ?** she whispered : *' rto, no, vain 
are the rites of superstition, vain the pes- 
tuUite strength of human power." 

•' No, not vain, sister, not vain/' re- 
plied 



CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBU. 159 

plied Lucille ; '' Heaven htzn, Heavea 

sanctions " But the nun bad fled, 

the cell was deserted. Sister LuciHe 
dropped the beads of her rosary; she 
raised her'hands in mild devotion— ''Eter* 
nal Father!" she apostrophized, '' 'tis* 
thou alone canst sooth the struggling 
spirit, 'tis thou alone canst ease the tor- - 
tured soul !" 

^' Some fearful act preys on her mind/' 
observed Juliette, "and poisons every, 
hope of peace/' 

" Fearful/' reiterated sister Lucille; 
** ah me ! 'tis worse than fear, 'tis the 
corroding sting of guilt. Marked you 
the palsied, start which followed at the 
sound of blood P" 

" Yes, and the fading hue of her com^ 
plexion," replied Juliette. " You touch* 

ed 
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ed the string ; you held to i?iew the mif- 
rpr of her former deeds." 

" Poor wnr>er !" sighed the nun, " may 
He^veir change her hear^, and give her to 
repentancei ! Pain ianc^ woe have failed, 
and human aid and human counsels : thn- 
spirit of •perverse, nncurbfd will, has 
stemmed all efforts, and baffled all^ re- 
solves. Omniscient power alone can* 
bring a change, and speed the Uessed. 
hour of reparation.'* 

" If murder marks the deed, that power^ 
sdas ! is passed,'^ said Juliette. /' Re- 
morse cannot awaken the dead, neither* 
can repentance blot the fatal record/' 

*' That power is never pa^^>" eagerly 
replied sister Lucille; '* that power h. 
ever open to the penitent, is ever a healr- 
ing antidote to guilt, id ever a>sute awardi 

of 
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of future mercy : but it must be sought^ 
it must be solicited; the bending ktiee^ 
the broken spirit, the contrite soul, must 
mark the humbled. crest of sin, and the 
firm hope of favour. Even on the grave's 
cold brink, salvation shrinks not from 
expiring nature, and man, though late, 
nxay.yet repent and live — live for here- 
after. Oh, would she but consider, would 
she but reflect upon the slight, the pe- 
rishable tenor of mortal hold, conviction 
then would conquer, and pride^ subdued, 
dethroned, would lead her to the pale of 
our confessionaL" 

*' Pride I" repeated Juliette ; '' alas I 
mtj^, can it be pride which marks her 
stubborn silence-^which wars against her 

soul?" 

•''Too true ; 'tis pride and shame," re- 
joined the nun, '' false shame, which 

braves 
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friends are your friefids ; my home alike 
shared, no comfort shall you want, no 
indulgence shall you crave ; nor, tiljl 
example has dissipated the contracted pre- 
judice of education, shall the exertions of 
active service be required. Accustomed 
to the limitatioQ of VaIombi*e's cloister^ 
the loss of liberty can be no deprivation ; 
and save 'liberty," glancing around the 
cavern, " naught else can be srgfaed for/* 

** Yes, every thing else," unguardedly 

exclaimed Theodore ; " every thing that 

^ 13 dear, that h valuable in life, that makes 

the past pkasihg, that decks the future 

in* the garb, of hope," 

^' Does th^ cloister's fanaticism, doea 
the cowl's forbearance give birth to. 
hope ?'' demanded Montauban ; '' does 
it suit the spring of youth i does it coin«> 
cide with thfi hearths wishes?*' 

uHette 



% 
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Juliette arose to imagination, and the 
heightened flush in the cheek of the 
youth betrayed more than h:s lips ut- 
tered. 

*' Theodore," resumed the bandit, sof- 
tening his voice to a whisper, *' the hearra 
of men are not impervious, I have seen 
the world in its busy maze, I have traced 
the spring of action ; example may in- 
fect, but it cannot destroy the principlef 
of nature/* 

'' True," Eagerly obgened Thet)dore, 
reverting to the coercive restraint upon 
bis actions ; '* neither can it destroy the 
principles of second nature— the force 
of education*' 

Montauban smiled in derision—'^ It 
cannot destroy,'' he repeated, '^ but, by 
contrast, it can make the pa§t more 
dreary. Theodore, you are hot the fli-st 






/^ 
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faaatic who has forsworn his arced, and 
quaffed the intoxicating cup of pleasure* 
5ut no more; fatigue reqiiires some ces« 
satlon^ and nature courts repose.'* - He 
then led the youth into an apartment, 
separated from the outer cavern, find 
pointing to a couch^ soft as the eygnet'a 
dQwp^ ^' 8lepp in quleti'' he wd i ^^ let 
^jQ intruding care s.teal on the rest of na^ ' 
tMre, for time v^ill procluce no change^ 

lave the increase of your authority,*^ 

i' Authority r* repeated Theodqrej 
'^ fik« I wh^t authority can \ bpafit^ when 
9 watph Js pet vppn my actions, and e'en 
jpy lopks are constrained ?" 

<^ Th?^t watch sh*^!! be ren^oved/' ye^ * 
plipd the bandits ^^ when your actiftni 
ispfaK ppncordani^^e to my pjans^. J^isi^n^ 
rol^uidfd bpy ! p«r interest and mt 
pipwer sih?^U be ^« pne \ in the fieldi w© 






vill admit of no divUion j in the cavern, 
to our colleagues we will set the example 
gf unanimity/' 

*^ What plana, what purpose am I dea* 
tined to fulfil ?** demanded our hero, 
** Say, enigmatical cohtrouler of my ac- 
tions:, for what hidden end wa^ I ao ae^ 
eretly conducted from V^lombre ?** 
. ^' The end is worthy of the mind which 
formed it/" replied Montauban j '^ div© 
jnot into my motives, Be content to knowi 
that, in infancy, I was the fate that check- 
ed the atroHe of deaths and gave you to 
the g^helter of security/^ 

Theodore's cheel^ turned palea he staj;- 
geved, h^ (^hing to \\[^ rocky side of the 
cavern ? the murdered form of the abbot 
fpsf to imsgination^ and the h^nd« of 
Montauban seemed n though dipped in 
blood, 

'*What 



•^ 



*» 
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** What marks this change?'* ques- 
tioned the bandit ; " what new impulse 
freezes the life's stream of existence?" 
' ^ The cmfksmrtal &f Vatomhre/" nuir- 
wwcd Thcbdore, burying his face in hrs 
'bftndst. 

Pa^lsied was the start of Montaub«tt ; 
for a moment, conscience seemed to 
(Subdue the native fevoeity of his dispo^ 
iBiti^n— setmed to bind' him in the gain- 
ing fcHersof self-acCtfgfatiart; bntstrbg** 
giing agi^inst' her ug\^rping power^ he 
fore^d ar ftend-Kke bitgh, and d€^mtinded 
if his thtaughts were eVer to be WaWd 
by the infection of overstrained pfety'? 
' «' My thoughts ard the never-sUimbeW 
*Jng eflflisiqlns af a grafefuf heart/' s^id 
f heodofCi '^ enshrined amid the doistera 
of Vatombrc a$ within the crtadd af bei 
uevolence. The powers of my mind, 

th^ 
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tlie stretigth of my feeltDgs, the Mctitude 
lof my iwfentidns, all, nU do I owe to the 
ihterpoBing iMrey of charity*^ to the 
ceaseles lessons of example/' 

** And nothing to Heaven f^ sarcasti* 
<ally asked the bandit. 

Theodove meekly crossed h» hands up* 
on his bosom, as piously he answered--^ 
^* Yes,aB, every thing to Heaven; but 
siexttoH^afven, to Hea^v^n'^ servants/* 

^ Aad nrothing to the authot of youf 
beisig ? Ungrateful boy ! nothing to the 
parent vrbo g9?e yoti life f^ 

'* Yes, honotiir, obedience, love/* ea- 
gerly feplied the youtli> whose pure 
mind ascribed to his ideal parent the rec- • 
titnde, the virtues^ so preeminent in hif 
f;iiide, fiitherBetsolin ; ^ I would let my 
:actioiis speak tbe fervour of my feelings, 
fitranger, from the earliest dawn of re- 

^w». «. J membrance. 
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menrbrance^ it has been the cherished 
spur of anticipation ;^ it has been the 
medium through which futurity has been 
viewed. You have said my father lives, 
that you.alonQ can Jift the veil of con- 
cealmbnt, that you " 

" He lives/' interrupted Montauban> 
''but the hour for disclosure is not yet 
arrived. Mark me, Theodore, he must 
feel himself no secondary object ; he will 
admit no superior sway ; he must be the 
fii^t to controul, the first to instigate; 
without appearing to rule, he must guide 
the reins of action ; and then, and not 
till then, will the^mask be removed." 
. *' He shall rule, he shall guide," ex- 
claiiped the energetic Theodore, spring-* 
ing forward to stay his steps; '^ he shall 
find my heart tender^ tractable^ panting 
for the bliss of his affection* Te}I him^ 

Btrangert 
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stranger, tell him the precepts of the 
monk Betsolin have fed the flame of 
filial affection— have ever honoured the 
principles of nature." 

" Again the monk Bfcisolin," mut- 
tered the bandit, pushing open the door 
of the chamber. 

" Oh yes, my father mOst, my father 
will bless him," pursued the youth. 

Slrangerj stay and hear me. Tell 
him- 



. .. • _ »* 

■> ■ 1 nil 



But Montauban had fled> the doof was 

recloscd, and he was left to the solitude 

o£bis own reflections. Long did he pace 

the cavern, long did he muse o'6r the 

singularity of his situation^ on the self* 

assumed authority of the bandit, and his 

own total inability of regaining freedom 

Complicated and disturbed, imagination 

coa^ured a new form of torture^ a form 

v^hich 
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vbioh kadenf'd the dife cliain of d«tett*__ 
tion. It Vfm gnatitHde -^ grtftitttde the 
midst livdy> the mo^t pi^6doffuhdt)t^n<- 
timent of his heart — gvafitnde^ vHWth 
pkJtufin^ the gtief, tfce dismay of fither 
Betsolin at his 9up>]^>0(S^: d^sbii^ibns fiAed 
Ws eyes with tears, and hid spirits with 
desponder^ce. In vain be courted sleep, 
in Vain he stretdied his Wearied \im\k 
upoa the drovmy ' cbuoh of luxury; the 
fancied lamentations of the monk fnghtt'^ 
eritad' the reign of slumber, di>d left him 
bnt the horror of corroding tl^ought. 

The dark, ainbiguc»i;& hin«& of Mdtit^ 
^iiban, his avtywedfcnowled^ of hisfkte, 
his promises of fa^oOTy his: declaration of 
a parent's e^cistehcey agath^ sucoeeded— 
again^ with $ucce5sive influ^ice^ ^nned 
the light fltme of hope, afvd swelled tht 
si j^ 4>£ blaAk dep^irr- Never, for a iftow 

xnent. 
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. ment^ ^ ixe admit the possibility of dis- 
honour^ never picti^red his birthr derived 
from laose^unhanowed vice; His father 
If as a prisoaer^i i^as afflicted^ perseeuted ;. 
but he was innocent, he 'was nobIe» he^ 
was reviled* . Scenes crowding upon 
«cettes» 9Hycked al«ioat the sway of ra- 
tionaliity; tbe cavern was transformed 
ipto an ideal dupgieon, and the ims^e of 
bk hther ^retehed nipon tke straw ; he 
Jicard the cbixk ofims chains^ be saw the 
.iron cocrodmg in his fledi. It was for 
«him to aever those chains, it was for him 
io rensove diat oppression. Mimtaubaii 
was his^uide^ Montaiiban was the light 
irahiok pointed out the dungeon* 

'' Yes, Heaven is aU-suffident/' he art 
iiculated, in tiie wild energy xif his feel^ 
ings^ *' and I dudl live to bless the h(Nir 

i3 of 
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of thy controulj Montauban^ friend^ con- 
ductor!" 

He threw himself from the bed; he 
rushed to the door of the cavern^ he 
pushed it open^ he gazed around. Pro- 
found was the stillness; the torches still 
burned^ but the outer chamber was de- 
serted. The delusive visions of hope 
vanished; his spirits fell; bis energy 
yielded to conviction ; he reclosed the 
door ; he returned to his couch. Heavy 
lingered the houi*s of repose and deser- 
tion. Theodore anxiously awaited the 
reappearance . of the bandit— ^anxiously 
listened to each coming sound. The 
yellow radiance of the sun no longer 
spoke the return of day — no longer, as 
through the high casement of his eel), 
cheered, invigorated creation ; the zvtU 

ficial 
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ficial glare of torches admitted no vari- 
ation, and day, a» night, wore a long 
unchequered blank. To minute the cir^ 
cumsiances which progressively shocked 
the senses of our hero, to particutariz* 
tbe blasphemies of a lawless troop, or the 
arts with which Montauban sought to 
corrupt and gain ascendancy, would be 
trite and uninteresting in the detail of 
the history. Theodore shrunk from each 
species of dishonour, parried ever the 
allurements of sensuality ; he combated 
without irritating, and maintained the 
firmness of decision, in spite of the shaft 
of ridicule, or the prevalence of exam- 
ple. His principles and his faith were 
erected on a foundation which vice could 
not circumvent, nor temptation destroy 
He had seen the blessing of virtue in \y. 
pious uniformity of chrbtian nieelcne«« . 

he 
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he could maintain the track of rectttu3e> 

even inalBt a throng of impietis pv*- 

fancrs. 

As yetj ttte moBMnt of etuddatiBg the 
seemlag mysteries of his birth had been 
protracted; eager importunity, never*" 
slumbering hope, had marked each intep* 
\ieiv wkh the bandit; but with a policy 
which baffied the ingenuous mind of 
Theodore, ever bad he broke off in 010- 
ments of interest, ever had he withheld 
the dear, the prized informalioR. 

It was on the seventh day of his 'de* 
lention in the cavern, w4ien his thou^tls, 
wandering, knew not'wheFe to rest, that 
MoBtaiJaan joined him in his chamber— 
" Theodore,*' he exclaimed, " this life 
of inactivity suits not our calling; this 
torpor must be renounced, this lethargy 
broken. Interest suBimonses to'Verman- 
dois ; 
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^dois ; OUT actions are quick, oiir move- 
ments scarce thought of. We fly in se- 
cret — in silence. Intruding eyes scan 
not our route. This night we quit the 

cavern, and to-morrow " 

•J- 

''This night !'* interrupted Theodore, 
starting in hdrror: '^ this night, Mont- 
auban? Alas! what hidden interest blends 
our fates, that I must still be dragged re- 
luctant to your hated haunts ?** 

'' Our fates arfe one," replied the ban- 

'dit. '* Think you a common claim could 

sway my actions, or coldur the hidden 

spring of my unwearied influence ? No, 

Theodore, I boast a power which fortune 

ft 

'cannot wrest, nor malice circumvent — 
a power, which on the pinnacle of high 
ambition can a favourite place, or blast 
his hopes, low as the slave* of great- 
ness." 

1 5 "What 
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'' What act of sin must this high favoar 
purchase ?" coldly demanded the youth. 

'' Tis but submission I require/* re- 
sumed the bandit ; ^' 'tis but a pliant ac- 
quiescence to my counsels. Theodore^I 
stole you from the slumber of inaction, 
to try the strength of my dependance; to 
probe the soul my mercy snatched from 
death/' ^ 

'' Mercy ! " repeated Theodore ; *' talk 
you of mercy ? The lion shows more 
mercy to the lamb, when> yielding to 
the instinct of ferocious nature, he im- 
molates its being. You have spared life 
to martyr honour ; you would seduce my 
youth to acts of degradation, and colour 
the black deed with mercy ! You *' 

" Ungrateful boy !" interrupted Mont- 

auban. 

- • 

" Nay, hear me out," pursued the un- 
daunted 
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daunted Theodore ; " hear the sandy te- 
nure, of your vile dependance. 'Tisno 
false start of courage, no painted shadow 
of imagined virtue. Heavy are the tram- 
mels of your boasted power; for know, 
that pride, that feeling, honour, all de- 
spise the wily stealth of your authority. 
First, by a dastard threat you gained the 

oath of my obedience ; then, under the 

•t 

falsd'knowledge of a father's fate, wrought 
on my feelings, and lured me from the 
friends who would my cause have right- 
ed. Nay, further- " 

'' Boy !" burst from the quivering lips 
of Montauban, and then he paused ia 
deep abstraction, and struck his hand 
against his forehead. " Theodore,'* at 
length he exclaimed, '' no other being 
had lived so long to brave me. Forbear, 
for even you may overthrow the reign of 

1 6 patience^ 



180 CONFESSIONAL OF TAM>M&Kff. 

pafiencej and rue the deadly blast ot 
fresh-awakened vengeance. Twas bo- 
vain threat which first your oath extorted ;■ 
nay^ even new^. the pats$age lies as open, 
and no intruding obstacle bdrs me the 
entrance to Valbmbre's cloisten Neither 
di<l I a tale of fiction coin» to tempt yoa 
froti^ your sanctuary ; for now I could 
the truth disclose^ and point ywx out the 
author of your beings such as your fancy 
decks him. f **^ 

'' Ah ! does he live ?' and is he indeed 
the being I have pictured ?" eagerly in- 

« 

terrupted our hero* " Say, torturer f 
^oes he brave persecution with a soul un«- 
daunted? does honour shine in all his 
actions, and valour in his deeds? doe» 
he soar above the common ills of for- 
lune^ and scorn the empty threateningly 
#f your rage ? does be ■ r 

''He 



V 
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*' He Irves to claim obedience/' ex* 
claimed the chiefs in a voice of thunder. 
*' Lires l" echoed Theodore. 
'* Yes, within this cavern lives," re- 
joined Montauhan. 

Theodore glanced wildly areand ; he 
would have sprung to the door, had not 
the powerful arm of the bandit withheld 
him. 

" Whither would you fly ?*' he de- 
fiianded- 

" To the dvngeon of my father/' con- 
vulsively sobbed the youth. " Tis the 
same chains which bind us, the same fate 
which plirsues us, the same soul which 
inspires us. Oh ! do not hold me ; 'tia 

duly, nature " 

" The same soul," interrupted Mont* 
atib'an, with a laugh of demoniac meaning. 
Theodore started. > He looked doubt- 
fully 
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fully at hira ; then, almost gasping for 
breath, with hands clasped in the attitude 
of supplication, ''speak/' he implored; 
" speak, if you know ought of ray fa- 
ther; speak, as you value my senses," 

'' I said your father lived,'* replied the 
bandit ; « but I said not^he languished in 
a dungeoa.^'. 

*' Then wherefore is he withheld from 
me? wherefore is he so carefully hid 
from my sight ?" 

" Hid !" repeated Montauban ; " who 
Bays he is hid ? 'Tis your own wild fan- 
cies, your own bewildered dreams. Boy, 
he breathes this air in freedom, he inha- 
bits this cavern uncontrouled." 

Theodore writhed iii torture ; his limbs 

fihook^ as though blasted by a deadly 

palsy, and. fixed and ghastly was bis stare. 

'J Disgusted with the world, at enmity 

with 
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\vith man^ swearing vengeancej an^ 

strongly leagued with . ■ " 

Theodore darted forward: he placed 
his ice-cold hand upon the lips of the 

^eaker^ and^ in accents almost stifled 

-from the violence of his feeliogSj bid 
him desist. ^ ^ 

Montauban essayed to support him; 
even his heart felt a sensation like pity 
for the misery he had caused : but Theo* 
dore shrinking from his proffered ser* 
vice^ as though his touch conveyed pol* 
lution^ clung to the flinty side of the 
cavern. He felt as one transfixed by 
lightning — as one blasted in the moment 
of anticipation — as one retaining the fa- 
culty of remembrance, and yet dead to 
the influence of hope« No sound broke 
from his lips^ no tear escaped his eye, no 
sigh his bosom : his hands were wildly 

claspedi 
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cta^ped^ and ievery power of action ap- 
peared suspended. Long was the con- 
flict befween wounded pride and nearly- 
subdued fortitude, agonizing the strug- 
gles of reason and feeling : every hope 
he had formed, every air-built fabric oT 
ambition, every coming promise of great- 
ness, every anticipation of honour, was 
destroyed — was annihilated, ignoble^ 
degraded, tainted with shame and guilf, 
to a ruffian, a midnight violator, a rob- 
ber, an assassin, was he indebted for 
existence ! 

Montauban, who had long in silence 
traced the workings of his soul,* who, in 
respect to Nature's outraged feelings, had 
forborne to interrupt his agonizing 
struggles, again essayed to offer 'consola- 
tion ; but his efforts were as scorpion 
stings to peace; for when, with ill-re-^ 

'% pressed 
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pressed aDger, be exclaimed — " Arwed 

with a father's pawcr, I might enforce 

obedience; but be affection, not scve* 

xity> my rule ;'' the youths with phrenr 

xied wildness, again sprung forwards 

.a|;ain grasped his arm, and in quick de- 

jspairingaccents articulated—" Your son ! 

your son ! God ! God of mercy ! your 

son ! Oh ! give me air, or I shall die. 

My braitt burns! my heart is on fire! 

Air ! air ! " gasping, struggling, " Your 

son ! your son !" and pale, exhausted^ he 

clung for support even to the shoulder of 

Montauban. 

From the moment that resolirtion and 
jeflection regained their empire o'er the 
mind of our hero, a new sentiment 
seemed to animate, seemed to inspire 
him ; it was the saivation of a father's 
soul; it was to snatch from the tfammels 

of 
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of vice the author of his being, and dis- 
sipate the clouds of guilt with the awak- 
ening sunshine of repentance; it was to 
pursue the track of duty, in spite of every 
danger, in defiance of every obstacle j it 
was to attend the vile haunts, even of the 
chief of a lawless brigand, and watch 
each moment of dawning conscience to 
offer the truths of conviction. 

Such was the new impulse which ani«- 
mated the energetic soul of Theodore, 
9nd such the enthusiasm of his nature, 
that it superseded every other considera*- 
tion, and bound him in wifling capti- 
vity. Had he been led to the gate of 
Valombre, he would have returned. He 
would have rejected every incitement* of 
pleasure, to have performed the arduous 
task of self-imposed duty — " lam ready/* 
he exclaimed, when the-bandit again 

jorned 
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joined him in the cavern ; " I will ac- 
company you to Vermandois/' 

*' And will you," eagerly questioned 
Montauban^ '' will you embrace our ven- 
turous occupation^ and share the glorious 
triumphs of our arms }" 

'' No, never," fervently replied The- 
odore. 

The bandit frowned; but suddenly 
checking the impulse of displeasure— • 
Time and example/' he observed, 
will dissipate the mists of prejudice, 
and restore the free powers of action." 

'* Time too is my reliance," thought 
the youth, gazing with melancholy sad* 
ness on the fierce countenance of his fa* 
ther, ^' time, which changes the hearts of 
men, and Heaven, which spares them to 
the trial." 

'' The brave spirit of emulation will 

awake 



4t 
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awake your dretmbig soul>" pursuod the 
chieC '^ and kindle the fiame of valottr* 
Theodorej I prophesy the trance c^ inac- 
tion to be succeeded by the dazaliBg ex- 
ploits of true coiirtige." 

Pride flushed the cbeek of Theciderre> 
as wilk shuddermg borrpr.be e^cldined, 
'' Alas ! what dazzling exploits OMt tbe 
life of a robber pourtf)2iy ?" 

*' You are a novioe/* rqoined Mob4- 
auban^ 'widi a i^mile of . irony. /'^Boy,. 
in the world mtai pray upcm each btbef^ 
'tis the praotice^ ^cs ihe pnssott of exist^ 
ieace : we hiit change the ooloor of de- 
sign^ knd openly itake what othezs ext^ 
4ay aptiftce-*' ' . 

^' Tkink H^ncn/' ardei\jdy repealed 
'Theodore, '^ I have been shut out Jrom 
the world ! I have ever mingled with the 
luenevoknt and Che virtuotxs, v^vih souls 

grateful 
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grateful for existing blessings, at peace 
with themselves^ and zealous but for the 
benefit of their fcnow^Greatores," 

'' And in that rettfement you was bap« 
py/' said Mvotauban ; '^ in that retire* 
inient, you felt no inquietade^ no desire 
of change." 

Theodore's ey«s sought the ground ; 
his bt«e«st heaved with a labouring s}gh> 
for his mission to Bena Copia recurred 
to memiofry — *' I was engratefol/' he re- 
plied, ** and forgot the real value of hap* 
pifiess> because it was in possession/* 

^ Then mermuring discontent finds en^ 
trasice erea within a cloister's hallowed 
5vaUs ?'' said the bandit. 

^ Natune is imperfect/* observed The- 
^odore, *^ and tranquillity unalloyed ex« 
jsis not upon earth/* 

'' And most Nature bear the brunt ot 

your 
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your presumptuous wishes ?" questioned 
Montauban. 

Theodore started. Juliette filled bis 
tniiid^ and explained the ambiguous 
meaning of the chi^f ; yet how he should 
possess the Ij^nowledge of his enthralment 
»vas a cause of new wonder; how he 
should dive within the heart's sanctuary^ 
and rifle its treasured secref, was a mys- 
tery »not to be resolved. .Yielding to the 
unguarded energy of his feelings^ the 
name of Juliette arose to his lips, and 
with it the confession of his passion had 
been revealed, but for the . timely, en- 
trance of part of the troop.- Theodoricj ^ 
with recovered thought, felt grateful for • 
the interruption, and watched their de- 
parture, to prepare for their removal, - 
with a feeling like pleasure^ 
Alone, and unchecked in the flights of 

Fancy^ 
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l^ancy, reason yielded to her fairy reign, 
and glowing were the dangerous pictures 
of delight; it was friendsbipj it was love," 
which, giving colour to his feelings, ex- 
panded every sensation of bis heart. The 
parent he had found, the conduct he had 
prescribed, for a moment was obliterated, 
and Hope admitted no darkening cloud 
to scare her brightness. How delightful 
are the allotments of time, portioned l^y . 
the sanguine anticipations of youth ! 
how vivid, how unalloyed the budding 
promises of existence ! Alas ! wrapped 
in the intoxicating trance, Theodore had 
forgotten life is at best but illusion, and 
happiness a phantom, beckoning as it 
flies, evading as it is pursued. 

Towards evening the troop departed . 
from the cavern. An oath of inviolable 
secrecy substituted the fillet which had 

before 
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before blinded the eyes of our hero>; 
and vrith a burst of thankfulness^ >vbich 
awakened but the smile of derision^ he 
inhaled the freshness of unclouded space. 
Brilliant was tbe light of heaven, grateful 
the sight of vegetation ; the rising slope, 
the wood-crowned valley, mellowed .by 
the Sim's dying rays, seemed decked in 
more tha^ their wonted beauties, as be 
gated on their variegated contrasts. He 
heatd the cataract's loud roar, as quick 
rebounding from its rocky base, it threw 
its feathery sarf; then turned to scanj 
with eager haste, the loved direction of 
Vatembre's turrets. Alas ! fancy alone 
could pierce the barrier, iancy alone 
cauld raise those walls which nature and 
which gratitude endeared: an envious 
forest rose, and intercepted e*ett the 
view of his once-peaceful home. Sharp 

wa» 
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Vas the pang 'of disappoiDtment^ bitter 
the tear which trembled in his eye. H# 
vas going far from the being whom his 
heart valued^ far from the alleviating 
balm which friendship's power supplies^ 
without one spur to deck his prospects 
with th^ zest of hope^ without one anti- 
cipation of coming recomp^nce. His 
eyes rested on his father^ and a sensation 
of horror iced his blood. Condemned 
to such a society > chained to such a hte, 
to. owe the duty of a son, yet fo struggle 
with contempt and abhorrence, his fea- 
tures betrayed the colour of bis ttiougbts; . 
for Montanban sternly bid him substitute 
exertion, nor to the troop betray dissa*. 
tisfaction and vegret. Theodore bowed^ 
siibmission ;.but Theodore's heart refused 
the mask of cheerfulness—Theodore's 
spirit spurned at the policy of restraint ; 
voh. u. K he 
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be shuddered atlH^. boosted tritimphs of 

* * • 

(jowragej. at the anecdates^ of rapacious 
plunder ; he heard' die- yielding softness 
of mercy sfamped'wHh the degraditig die 
of cowardice^ and forbearance and m^ 
deration laiigiied tovscorn ; he heard the 
plaints of the bereaved traveller repelatfed^ 
mocked^ and' thc' maddened shrieks of 
terror drowned by the loud bursts aP 
unfeeling laughten ' 

''Can these be men^?** thought our 
hero. '' Saints of mercy ! can these have 
been born wth the same reason, with the 
same intellect, wiih the same feelings as 
the brethren of Valqmbre ? Can the evil 
propensities of the world have raarre4 
ihe intentions of nature, a«id oha^nged to 
a barren waste the once social properties 
of the heart r 

CHAP, 
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ctrAP. rrir; 

' r 

Wh4t me^ns aU this ? Wh> all tUa stir to pk^«|i aiogta 
wretch f Otwat. 

TErsafibah hue of day shotie fainllyTrbm 
ffae'esmtj' as the troop* cimerging from al 
nanrow defile* pteroed the darlftened 
boundary of . a forest. Tbeodovd spoke 
not} with sphrks broken* witbi heart de** 
pressed^ he moved by the side of his fa- 
tli^fj insentible to his observations; and' 
lostlo the cociyse jests of Leonard. He 
wa^ musing' o'er a visioaary plan of re* 
form; o'er the poasibiViiy of arousing^ 
the slumberiag conscience of the bandit^ 
of establishing the dawn of repentance ; 
he perceived not their. approach to Ver« 
nuanclofsj nor till the shrill blast of^ihe 
born severed the thread of reflection, did 

K 'i he 
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he awaken to external objects ; then he 
recognised the heavy walls of the castle 
from which he had before departed, and 
fhe thick entwining pinc^ forest, ob' 
structing the glance of observation. 
Echo's distant reverberations of the well- 
known signal had scarce died aw^y, had 
scarce restored the native reign of silence, 
"when the drawbridge was lowered, and 
the same uncourtly object who had pro- 
mised shelter to the exhausted missionary, 
threw wide the castle gate. A smile re- 
laxed the ferocity of his countenance, as 
he extended his hand to welcome his 
companions. Loud was the shout which 
marked the thrill of pleasure, as the troop 
halted in the court-yard. 
. '* How fare ye, Randolphe?" asked 
Montauban, taking the arm of Theodore^ 
aind leading into an extensive cbamberj 

warmed 
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vartned and lighted by the cheerful blaze 
of a wood fire. 

''In troth, my noble chief, well," re- 
pUed^RandoIphe. " But a curse upon the 
old walls, say I, for strange doings have 
marked your absence." 

/' As how ?" demanded Montanban. 

/' Why,'' replied the robber, " the 
devil has taken possession of Verman* 
dois, and so obstinately retains his hold, 
that Pierre and myself have threatened 
to fly the field, and join our forces at 
the cavern." 

Theodore's eyes were rivet ted. on the 
features of the bandit ; he traced the deep 
cast of care lowering on his brow ; h« 
remembered the words of his guide 
through the forest — '^ In the dark Tie U 
little better than a co-ward;'* and believing 
conscience the only power which could 

K 3 daunt 
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44unt.2iis{»T£t so.daring, hailed the inform 
mation with delight, 

Mbjilaub^n guessed tiQt^h^ feelings of 
bis^son, .guesBod not the virtoous liope 
of refprmatioo iVrbkh fbi\iie4 4^13 Bigfhtljr 
and his daily drearfis. far a nuKnent he 
was abstracted; for a moneht 'he .was lost 
in the Jobyrinth of liis win iniquities^ 
when fvddenly «tar(t<iig, with a foTiOed 
Uttgii he esiclaimed rrr- ^' You a hfivth 
IRziiddfiyi, and own yotirself subdued ?^" 

*' Let JTI6 face my en^my/' cesumftd 

the robber, " then name a stbuter i^eart: 

« 

but in the dark, wiiy, snui; wbat sword 
i;afi pierce a spirit, «or x^iMoabsit the detii'3 
jprapks ?^' 

• '^ ^ spirit V- echoed Theodore. 
^ 'Twas but the 'coinage of a heated 

• ■ 

)^iain>" observed the bandit, directing it 
tihe spfiakex a loo^ impordng^-siclenre. 
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** Wine possesseth incredible qualities; 
possibly the potent powers of the grape 
transformed your own Shadow into an 
ideal phantom. Sa^/' with forced jocu- 
Jarhy, '' did it fly as you pursbed ? or 
did it tread upon your heel when yott 
heroically retreated ?'* 

*^ Shadows cannot speak^'' replied the 
half-angry Randolphe ; ''besides " . 

** Speak," interrupted Theodore, grasp- 
ing his aro^ and laoking steadfastly ia 
-his facfe, '' say^ did it speak? did it wafm 
you of mUrder?'* ; 

' The bandit started ; hi? half unsheathed 
hn swordj then, checking his own im.*- 
|!)etuouty, breathed a smothered curacy 
and relinquished his hold. 

But Theodore, lost even to the Vaify- 
ing countenance of Randolphei alone re^ 
membered'the voice he had himself heard 

k4 ia 
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in the passage ; «iicl, with increasing agt- 
tatiop, again repeated — " Did it warn 
you of murder?" 

'' I never peach/' at length answered 
the robber, catching the eye of Montau*- 

c 

ban, which again imported silence, 

Theodore shrunk dismayed. 

The loud clang qt the newly-assembled 
trbap- checked all further inquiry, and 
with restless impatience he awaited the 
jprivilege to retire. The chamber in 
iw'bich o^r hero reposed was at the fur* 
ther extremity of the same gallery which 
opfened from Montauban's ; its ebon 
wainscot, sombre midst the golden ra* 
diance of a^meridian sun, wore, through 
the lamp's partial blaze, a lowering shade^ 
whiofa scarce its furthest ray could pene- 
trate.. O'er the couch> black as a funereal 
bier, waved, in the time-worn canopy, 

the 
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the raven plumes of former state; whilst^ 
thinly scattered^ might be seen the worm* 
eaten fragments of high-backed chairs 
and moulderigg furniture. Theodore^ 
esbausted^ fatigued, more in a mood for 
rest than contemplation, cast b&ta^icur-^. 
sory glance around, then strove to lute 
the slumber offorgetfulness/ahd blot the 
present frorm the petge of thought. .Bu- 
tied in the tfance of. repose^ he noted 
not the fleeting hours; and when he 
awalened to recollection^ with grateful 
heart he blest the sight which broke up- 
on his view — a sight long, long shut out 
•—a' sight which heedless man neglects to 
rate> ..because the lot of all ; prized midst 
a dungeon's gloom, and doubly valued 
rnrthe pang of deprivation. Long in the 
earth's cold bosom had he slept, and 
Ivaked to artificial radiance, long cut off 

K 5 fronji 
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from this bright glare of day.hpd h^ pbi^r 
ed to hail the invigorating mnbedn^ ; 
BOW ^thtase silinl}eam( pcerMd iti^ hh 
()faamber, now they bum^pon Ixhg^tt^M 
in all rhc spLesdour of unclqiid^ ns^ 
jesty. Theodore bent Kia knee in hum^ 
ble prayer; and then ri&iog» rich in thft 
blessed calm /which ti:ue piety ever ia-i 
spires^ a|^oached thet vihdow. He bet 
beld the d^p moat benmlh^ and beyoBd 
the dark' vdrge ;of the foresit. Scarce a 
breeze was stirring ; the dew glittered ofi 
thpjhigh grass> and tbe wild flo wees him^ 
^endisnt from ixs moist nre; 
/ To the call of Montauban he q^tieA 
Ills chamber^ ;and joined the assembled! 
troop in the hall below* > 

Day succeeded day^ iinmtMrlf^d by invyi 
<ehange of occuivence^ savelheexi^loriii^ 
ran Ues ofi llieodorc^ who wandered 

mjdst 
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midst the piiue forest, unwatched and un- 
attended* No limits were prescribed, for 
lio flight was suspected ; bis word was the 
pledge of submission, and his word the: 
bandit knew to be a stroing, an invinci- 
ble barrier. He had accurately examined 
the interior of the castle, he had sighed 
over the wrecl of past splendour^ he had. 
inspected the lonely chambers, and ctim'b- 
ed each separate turret; but to the ques^ 
tions of curiosity, to the eager solicila* 
ttons of awakened interest, he could ob« 
tain no solution. Montauban knew not, 
or would not own, the tale of its deser- 
tion ; it was dhance whieh had invested 
him ior a possession, which neither oppo« 
sition or inquiry had sought to subvert. 
*^ 'Jh strange that the present owner 
^ould Siiffbr a domain so princely to fi^tt 
to decay,*' said Theodore^ 

K C *' The 
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"The minds of men are. hard tore- 
solve/' xepHed the bandit.. " Possibly 
the duke de Vermandois prefers .a social 
to a hermit's life. 'Tis for the jaundiced 
gloom of disappointment to sink within 
a. solitude so obscure, not. for a pro- 
mised bridegroom^ rich in the glowing 
prize of youth and beauty." 

V Alas! how opposite his lot to mine !" 
sighed the youth, his thoughts wandering 
to the lady Juliette ; *^ the one cut off 
from every joy, the other blessed with 
the matchless charm of reciprocal afiec- 
tion." 

'' Learn better to estimate your own 
fortune," replied Montauban. " Tell, 
me^ foolish boy^ can youjth and age assi- . 
milate? can recifrpeal qffi^clion %\ihA%t 
between the timid. disciple, of. ri^ligious 
enthusiasm and. the. aged:.cot6qftporary. 

of 
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of a .father's ambitiojis election? can 



»» 



But Theodore heard him not — he 
started ; he grasped his arm ; he al- 
most gasped for breath : it could be 
none other than the officiating attendant 
on the nun of Bena Copia-— Juliette^ 
whom memory had faithfully cherished, 
whom memory had eternally recalled. 
His heart throbbed, his eyes were suf- 
fused in tears: it was the same mournful' 
tale Javotte had revealed, in the glowing 
moments of first impression ; the same 
assurance which had nipped the dawn of 
hope, and rifled the spring of expectation. 

*' Theodore, what means this burst of 
mental passion ?" demanded Montauban,' 
scarce daring to credit the whispers of 
suspicipn, "Tell me, enigmatical boy, 
what am I to conclude from this ema-^ 
tion?" '^Say, 



ji 
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'* Say, must sh^ yield submission to* a^ 
tyrant's will ?" asked Theodore, untnind- 
fill of the question of tlie bandit ; " must 
she ratify a compact nature and convic- 
tion shrinks from ?" 

** Unless/' artfully hinted Montauban, 
" a lover should the fetters break of her 
obedience." 

'* A lover ! '* echoed Theodore. 

''Yes, a lover/' resumed the- bandit. 
'* Where is the barrier which obstructs a 
lover's passage ? blest with tbe smile of 
beauty, where lies the obstacle which 
daunts a lover*s hopes ? Yoti have seen 
the lady Juliette?" 

Again Theodore started, and the crim- 
son tide of rapture rushed to his cheeks. 

"Isiftnot into yourconfidence/'resum- 
ed the wily bandit i '' as a parent I might 
eommand^ what, arsa friend, I will fore* 

go. 
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gOk^ Theodore; follow my counsels; be 
guided b^^ my experience^ and t/oush^ 
win — 9fDU n^Il possess the prize.." 

*' l^V fallerea ihe youth: " Father 
of ilrav^n ! I become the husband of the 
Jady Juliette!" 

"You have seen her then?" said 
Montaubaiu 
- '* Yes,:'*, rbpiied the energetic Theo- 

doirei ^'.amd ^wear her eternaHy in my 

» 

heart; It.vias her iitvage vrhich put to 
Ai^ht the &igid stoicism of education ; it 
vias her itnagie which> chaiuging every 
laijpulie of my jisture^ oblileiiated the 
cmce-i-chefished wish cf the cowls invest-' 
ment>and groused all the geiiuVne warmth 
of.^cbiity.: Lsaw her. as aa angel of. 
peace, kneeling on the step of the altar, 
a4 tU mourhful inaoguiBatSion of a sister 
Bean Copia/' 

'•You 



SOS CONFESSIONAL OP VALOMBEE* 

*' You are a lover/' observed the 
chiefs smiling at the ardour of his ex- 
pression^ ''and the raJsty vapour of pas* 
si on is as a film before the eyes. Cradled 
in the school of romance, successive in-» 
fatuations charmed, and eachr alternately 
swayed the mind of indecision. You 
\^ould have become a monk, because in-' 
experience nominated friendship a suffi- 
cient security for happiness; you would, 
have martyred the feelings of the heart, 
because the dreary walls of Valambre en-- 
shrined but the pious instigators of your 
faith. Theodore, the kindling ray of. 
beauty was but wanting to arouse,^ 
the never-dying flame of preposses-: 
sion, to stamp, you a slave and. an ido'- 
lator.'* . 

'^ You then have loved," exchim* 
cd the youths grasping the aim. .of) 

Montauban^ 
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Montauban^ and gazing in his face with 
an expression of tender interest. 

" I am your father/' rejoined the 
bandit. 

Theodore shrunk in despondence — » 
shrunk in dismay ; his head drooped up? 
on his bosom^ and the varying changd in 
his features indicated the struggles of 
duty and pride. 

*' Boy/' pursued Montauban, his brow 
contracted by the lowering frown of disr 
approbation^ " the lineage is no degra-? 
dation ; what I have Ueen— " 

"No, no, not wh^t you have been,** 
interrupted Theodore ; '' 'tis what you 
are which stamps the blackening die of 
misery on all my prospects — on all my 
hopes ; heading a clan of lawless bri- 
gands, existing on depredation, closing 
oft the rage of pillage with the blood of 

th^ 



6 1 COKfESStOXAL OP VAtOtiTKItB. 

the unwary. Street saints of mercy ! 
better from the lowest peasant, whose 
honest cheek ne'er felt the flush of 
guilt, than from a prince derive exist- 
ence, coupled with dishomour. Nay^ 
»ay, I care not," for the hand ^( Mont- 
ftuban intuitively grasped Ahe bitt^f his 
sword; 'Miike back the life you gave; 
I am no coward; my soul shrinks not at 
death. Father, *tis duty urges, antil my 
foi^goe dares e'en the brunt of your 
fierce rage.*' 

" UngitttTOxis boy !" exclaimed th« 
bandit, fi^trugglin^ to repress fhe vioiefice 
of passion, '^ does duty warrant insult ? 
does she forswear respect ?" 

'' Father, she warrants every eflbrt that 
filial love and filial influence can essay. 
Hear me/' he implored, sinking on hui 
knee before him, " I would reclaim, I 
would save you." Mont- 



« 
» 
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Montaubun smiled' in derision. 

'' I ^vauld lighten the pang of vicey 
and hasten the hour of repentance.'/ 

'' Go Oin^'' isaid :th^ bandrt/ironically. 
, '* I . would teach you to seek the pro- 
mised bopeof meccy ; I would place you 
heyond the infectious raach of your col^ 

IcflgUQt.'' ... 

** What ! in the monnstery of Vakwn- 
breB" questioned MiontAuban^ in ike^as*' 
samed seriouaness afattieoiiion. 

•' There, or wherever inclination 
pomt^" tojoJbed Thciodore ; " I will 
your fooisbeps temd, will share yoAir wan- 
derings, lighten all yoiu* cares; yes," 
yielding to itlite energy of his feeling)^ 
and picturing uaught but the desired vic- 
tory of religion and honour, " thia 
pedltn> this countryi all^ all will I fore- 
go/' 

•* And 
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'* And Juliette?" asked the "bandit, 
willing to probe the strength of enthu- 
siasm. 

Theodore started ; for a moment he 
he$itated; then> with burning cheeks, 
and averted eyes, .continued — '* Yes, Ju- 
liette, the peerless Juliette ! to saveyx)iir 
soul, my father, to snatch it from per- 
dition, to give it back to God, I will 
forego — my life, my being; renounce* 

■ m 

each darling hope> and perish in the ex* 
crcise of duty/" 

*^ Strange boy ! -' articulated the ban- 
dit, moved,- in spite of the force of cus- 
tom, and the ferocity of nature; *^ not 
fpr the ransom of > a thousand souls 
would I one passion — one pursuit have 
marred. '* He paused; bemused; then: 
suddenly added — '' Youi" recompencebe' 
my award." 

No 
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No change marked the actions of 
the banditti; no yielding indication 
'of BTiercy • in their chief, augured the 
Awakening dawn of repentance. The 
^ays passed in rapine> the nights closed 
in intemperance. In scattered parties, 
each alike spreading consternation, the 
troop infested the country, sometimies 
plundering with wily caution, sometimes 
overpowering with bold and undaunted 
freedom, sometimes rifling the rich and 
prosperous, sometimes snatching even 
from industry the scanty pittance, 

Theodore shuddered at the boasted 
triuipphs of courage^ and saw with hor« 
ror the glittering spoils whic;h usually 
frowned their incursions. Often he spoke 
of mercy^ in spite of the laugh of rudo 
derision ; often pleaded for the unwary 

traveller. 
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tmvelletf Bnd daired tiie burnt o^ jes^s 
oodinuendQeBV' . ' ' • 

^' Join you our piutf,*' mufnmul tte 
•oify Leonard, '' Qnd)stf&'wheffa€¥'0ppc^ 
liliotuwill not (Vtese (be strcMi of y<«ir 
j6om])a^sion." 



^MfTffyr^ffSTTffs 



uri.'j.ta 
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. CHAP. IX. 

^{hqulcl vic^ pblivioji wop, slip 0))1^ j|^mspi( 

Tli^ tslKtale witTQi*, wbipii| reflepting b^icH 

Mmm6«t?i4^piicfdi th^ hut qnnrttr hsd 

wppQsed (^Hmes of the ^iater linurett^v 
wjiiBV]n»bl§'tQ<:QmptrtcKh«r§e'lf to sli^ep,' 

ftrom 
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from the: susfMcious whispers of the sis^ 

terhood-^all she had imagined^ founded 

but on the casual starts of a brain, if not 

dethroned, at beat jaundiced hy the 

heavy load of consuming care. Was it 

charity to denounce, was it justice to 

condemn on grounds so shallow? Hep 

heart reproached her^-^her heart whia* 

pei?ed she had oppressed one whom op^ 

pressidn had already humbled, one whf^oi 

sorrow had Ifcvelled even to the earth. 

Tears streamed at the conviction, and re* 

gret pictured a thousand conciUating 

modes of reparation, , 

. 'MJnbappy being!" she articulated^ 

'f whether the bleeding vjciim of sin, or: 

whether laden with the fal^ atH^u^atioa^ 

w of ahother*s transgression ; but HeAvep^ 

who sees, who weighs, that Heaven^-*-"'** 

Si>e paused^ for she beard a light, foot*- 

itep 
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Step in the gallery. Alarmed at a sound 
so unusuaJ, for silence had long- reigned 
tvithin the narrow dormitories of -the sis- 
ters, she listened, and the next instant 
beheld the latch raised, and the door of 
her own little cell .pushed softly open. 
Curiosity and fear, alike commingled, 
rivetted hei* glance ; scarce did she dare 
to breathe, and yet she ivatched for the 
iiitruder. • 

* 

^' Montauban ! Montauban !'* whis- 
"pered a voice: '^hist! hist! tread softly. 
Who can say you did it ? Water will 
cleanse the stain, and all will be well V* 
. Juliette sprung from her pallet; she 
heard a retreating step, and ioHowed 
into'the passage. 

'^ Why so tardy ?'* pursued the welt ™ 
known accents of the sister Lauretta; 
*^ fly, and I will await you — love ne vet 
* ^ tires. 
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tires. Fly, Montauban ! and when the 
deed is done, when all is over, I will 

calm, I will *' 

A shuddering sigh closed the sentence, 
and turnings she unconsciously approachr 
ed Juliette. Her veil was thrown back ; 
her dark habit folded around her; her 
features appeared stiffened, as though in 
death ; no change marked their expres- 
sion, or gave to her flxed^ unmeaning 
stare one ray of animation. She was 
asleep, she was under the dominion of 
fancy ; yet- that fancy did but recall the 
past, that fancy did but act o'er again 
*' the deeds of other years." 

'* Blood ! are you afraid of blood ?'• 
and then again her voice fell to a whis- 
per, as softly shQ articulated— *;^ Poison is 
as certain." ' 

Juliette started ; hiHpror faded her cheek 
vox-, n. L ^Q 
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to the paUid fefte of tjh^e spj?ctre-fpf m up- 
on whpmheT eyci$ so steadfastly rested: 
trembling she clung to the sidp of th^ 
ga)l^ry^ for the nim again adyanced. 

/' Ah, Mpntaul)^n ! what, still doubt- 
fyl ? You know thp signal; be det^sr- 
inined, be resplute^ and the prjzip is all 
your own." She paused ; she raised her 
hand to h^r for^h^ad^ in musing atten* 
tion; then> witb-a«mothered laugh, re* 
joined — ^' What do yqu f(?ar ? have I not 
svirorn tp love you ? did I not fly when 
our secret w<»s discover^ ? Uqgrateful ! 

take this ringr " j^ut in the effort to • 

draw the imagined offering from her 
finger, the taper dropped upon the floor. 
Instantly the sound dtssipatec) the visions 
of sleep; instantly the spell was brokenj H^ 
the delusion vanished. She started in 
wild horror — ^she would have fled ; but 

Juliette^ . 
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Juliette, snatching ber veil, restrained 
her — '' Sister, fear not/* implored the 
trembling girl; " 'tis I — 'tis Juliette." 
The nan clung to her shoulder; «be 
gasped for breath ; she closed her eyes in 
horror — *' 'Tis all imagination/' sooth- 
ingly whispered Juliette. •' Sister, suf- 
fer me to lead you to your cell/' But 
the nun moved not ; nay, she clung tighter 

« a 

to the arm of her supporter, as though 
to stay her step? — " Holy Mary !" aspi- 
rated the shuddering girl, and then again 
she essayed consolation and entreaty. 

Sister Laurette raised her head from' 
the supporting shoulder of Juliette; in-, 
stantly she seemed to awaKen tp all that 
ha^ passed, and steadfastly fixing her 
eyes on the pallid features of her youno* 
companion-^'^^Q not betray me/* she 
exclaimed. /' Swear, promise never 



% 
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tQ divulge the secreis sleep has laid 
open/' 

'' Fear not, sister/' repliedJutictte; 
^ your wanderings were wild and shape* 
less/' 

*' Could fancy form no combination?'* 
eagerly questioned the nun. '' Say, wa& 
there no link, no coincidence of mat- 
ter ?*' 

■ 

Juliette shuddered — '' Ah, sister ! mis- 
guided sister," she said, gently leading 
to her cell, /^ that link, that coincidence 
once confided to the ear of a confessor — 

once " She paused ; for the stern 

glance of the nun awed her. 

" Proceed," said Laurette. '' Ye* 
stay; first tell me, how can a sinner's 
prayers give peace to a sinner's soul ?" 

*' Though all are prone to error," 
mildly observed Juliette^ " yet our sins^ 

sisterj 
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Sister^ are not of the same die : some 
yield to the venal trespasses of humanity^ 

while others Ah ! surely the tempted 

and the tempter come not v^ithin the 
same class." 

*' You are a nice casuisti though but a 
young convert/' said the nun^ vfith a 
smile of mingled satire and derision. 

" Sister^ you mistake me," warmly re- 
joined Juliette : ^' Heaven can witness I 
am no convert, for my ideas never wa- 
vered/' 

*' Then, daughter, you are an enthu* 
siast," resumed Laurette; " and, like sis- 
ter Lucille, will die a martyr to the 
faith." 

, Juliette raised her clasped hands te 
heaven> as softly she answered — '' Ah I 
wbuld that the same enthusiasm— >would. 
that the same conviction could be jn- 

9 

L 3 fused ! 
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fused ! Sfeter, reflect, whart but the sal- 
vation of your soul '* 

*' Peace V interrtipted the nuh, po'iift- 
ing t<) the door of the cell. " Leiv«. 
roc, child ; my secr-et woe aJfnits of no 
alleviarion." 

'* There are antidotes to poisons the 
, most deadly," remarked Ji^liette, linger- 
ing, afs though ufiwilling to depart. 

The nun started. Shudderirig she bu- 
ried her lace in her bands ; then hastily 
rejoined—*' Leave me; my heart is. al- 
ready probed." 

Juii^tt^ tooS her taper, and quitted the 
celi. How could she offer coilsolation> 
how could she breathe the hopes of peace 
^ to a miml so dteoktedr-a mind racked 
lly the, keen tortures of reproving me- 
ifibry — ^ mihd beset by the s'eoh^ion 
stiifgs bf past enormities ! Her prayers 

i 

. were 
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were all she bad to offer, and her prayers 
were despised ; but, in the lonely hour 
of meditation, she could remember the 
sinner, she could breathe the pious peti- 
iion for coming grace. 

The remaining hours of night were un- 
disturbed ; yet though no intruder^ 
breaking upon her solitude, dissipated 
the repose of nature — though she closed " 
"her eyes Upon the cares of the world, 
and, rich in the undying calm of inno- 
cence, felt neither the pang of disappro- 
batibn or regret, still she lost not the 
spectrcHmage of the sfister Laurette, 
■but acted o*er again the horrors of the 
•past hour* Another's woes called fortfe 
the sigh of commfseratidn ; another\ 
crimes coloured the visionary flights of 
fancy. 

In the inorning, wrapt in sullen ab^ 

L 4 straction. 
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straction, Xaurelte fled at the close 
of devotion, nor e'en in the refectory 
joined the assembled ^sterhood ; nay^ the 
pitying solicitude of Juliette seemed 
wormwood to her feelings, nor relaxed 
her stern brow with one approving smile. 

" Heed her not," said sister Lucille, 
perusing in (he features of Juliette the 
expression of sadness j "she is ungrate- 
ful for kindness, and dead to the soft al- 
leviations of friendship.'* 

" Ah J but she is alive to misery," re- 
plied the sympathizinggirl, "and sink- 
i;ig beneath a load of hidden grief." 

" True, my child, but that misery is of 
her own creating; that misery, in com- 
munication, might find relief," 

Juliette shook, her head in doubtful 
silence.—" Hers are not the sorrows of 
the heart,", pursued the nu^ ; " a^ I . 
-^ ben 
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hers are but the maddened conflicts of 
unruly and disappointed passions: evea 
now, the insatiate fury of revenge ran- 
kles, and banishes every transient indica- 

lion of remorse.'* 

^' Oh, no, no V said Juliette ; '' sister 
Laurette is alive to remorse ; now, even 
at this moment, it tears, it consumes her." 

" The Virgin grant it I" aspirated the 
sister ; '' 1 could wish to see her bending 
beneath the unrelenting penance of self- 
infliction; I could Wisii to see her hum- 
bled to the lowest ebb of mortification 
and endurance !" 

Juliette, shuddering, grasped tbc arm 
of tbe nun, and snatching the rosary 
ivhich impended from her girdle, held 
to view the cross — '' Sister," she de- 
manded, '' is not this the type of cha- 
rity — the type of forgiveness? If she had 

I. 5 wronged. 
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wronged, if she had injured you^, then;, 
even then — — " 

*' I ivould pardon — I would pray for 
hct/' interrupted the nun ; ** but she- 
wrongs her own soul^ — she wars against 
\he tenets of our most holy worship. In- 
fiividual injuries may be forgiven, may 
be obliterated, but profanation *' - 

Juliette raised her finger to the lips of 
the speaker — " Stop, sister," she ex- 
claimed { " let the Power offended mea- 
sure the tralisgrel^sibh. Look into ybdf 
own life, recall the early season of yonth; 
when the heart elated, when thie fepirirt; 
Biifiyerf upon the tiptoe of icx|>ectation, 
beheld Ihe coming years of fffomise, rich 
In (he glowing colours of fascination ; 
ah! think—" 

*' Daughter,'* interrupted the bun, 
" the Saints be praised, tny life and ttre 

life 
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life of the impenitent Laurette bears no 
similitude! she was dragged from sin^ 
ah Unwilling sacrifice; mine wasavolun- 
tary renunciation i she forswore riot the 
. poison of the world's sensuality^ nay, 
even now riots in the latitude of unli- 
censed lllought/* 

** The heart, the sieat of thought, defies 
the eye's scrutiny," said Juliette. 

" Triie," resumed thie nun, " but the 
aciidiis, ti nci baked by hyp6c«i||> betray 

each hidden impulse. Sister Lauretter's 
• • I < • . ' * •• • 

tears are the tears of disppointment, the 

gallihgs of a spirit which spurns con troul. 

Now wouli she fly her prison; now,, 

could she snap her chains, would she re- 

turn to a bondage more coercive — the 

bondage of sin. Yes, her mind is ^n 

, alien to virtue and td piety, or why, with 

1:6 cold. 
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cold, with chilling apathy, receive each 
studied proof of interest and favour?" 

•■* Perhaps 'tis , pride," remarked Ju- 
liette; " pride which, spurning compas- 
sion, classes contempt with pity.*' 

" Pride alone would ^yield to convic- 
tion," replied sister Lucille; " pride may- 
hoodwink the judgment, but it hardens 
not the heart; besides, pride docs not 
stain with blood the visionary flight of 
fancy, neither di,oes it start aghast and 
pallid at the sound of murder." 

Julietj^ was silent ; her powers to de- 
fend were lost: she.. remembered the 
scene. she had witnessed, the words she 
had heard, when sleep had banished re- 
serve ; and though conjpassion checked 
cei^ure, conviction condemned. , 

" You are silent/' pursued the nun. 

" Sister,'* 



iW 
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*' Sister/' replied Juliette, " rriy de- 
fence was not grounded in juslificalion ; 
for, alas ! I must admit the effort una^; 
vailing." 

'^ It was grounded in philanthropy/' 
rejoined sister Lucille, as, with an ap- 
proving smile, she extended her hand. 
*' Would that the instigator, alive to the 
warm thrill of gratitude, would feel — 

would repay the motive ! But her heart, 

» * 

my child, cast not in the same mouldy 
owns not the same sway ; and though we 
condemn its irregularities, though we la- 
ment its obduracy, still be our prayers 
offered up for its conversion," 

" Ah ! may those' prayers be heard ! 
may those prayers be: acceptable !" fe]- 
tered Juliette ; " may she yet live to See 
her error ! may she yet live to atone for 

the past !" 

• • • • • 

"May 
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'* May she die in grace 1" fconcliided 
the nuiij rajsing her clasped hands t6 
heaven. " May her soul, recalled to 
obedience, to submission, acknowledge 
—repair its manifold transgressions ! may 
prayer gladden its pass to eternity! may 
peace and mercy soften the last faitik 
struggles of nature !" 

" Amen t" piously ejaculated Juliette; 
and then, overcome by her feelings, she 
fled from the cell. 



CHAP. X. 



Tve beard, but flot l)«lieT'«l, tbe BpiriU of ^ (tetij 

*TwAS on the eighth night of Theodore^s 

sojourniuent wiihiQ the gloomy walls o'f 

Vermandois, 
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Vermandois^ tvhen the lamp flashed a last 
exertion, and, dying, mingled all allkft 
in darkness, that his slumber was broken 
by the sudden opiening of his chamber- 
Soor. Quick was the breathing of the 
intruder, heavy his step as he tottered 
towards the bed — " Save me ! save me!" 
he exclaimed, and then he sank, exhaust- 
ed, [iAhtihg. 

Theodore ^tairfed. It wa^ the voice 6f 
Montaabair— *' Save ^oU !" he repeated, 
*' frdm what ? ftbm whom P"' 



'* Frcfhi fcohsfcfdici?," lingered a vdtrt 
in the corridor. 

Mbtitdiibah groaned in hortbf. 

ThiEfodore sprung from the bed; hfe 
would have rushed to the door, he would 
hatre sought the mysftribus speaker; but 
tAe imploriri^ actehts oF hi» fdlther re- 
'iftraliiea hiiil. 

" Stav ! 
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" Stay! stay!" he faltered, and his 
palsied hand (irmly grasped the arm of 
the youth. 

" Wherefore should I stay?" demanded 
Theodore ; " 'twas from the corridor that 
the voice proceeded. I fear it not; "suf- 
fer me (hen " 

" No, no," fell from the lips of the 
bandit. " Thrice beneath this accursed 
roof has it burst |ipon my sight. Theo- 
dore, 'tis the spectre of " He 

paused; then, in broken accents, mur- 
mured — " Stir not; yet for a light I 
would give the universe." 

" Repentance and atonement is ih^ to 
give," breathed forth, the same terror- 
striking accents. 

The nerveless arm of the bandit drop- 
ped powerless; and Theodore, lost to 
every fear, alive but to the impulse of 
curiosity. 
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curiosily, hurried into the corridor. 
Darkness was spread around^ save the 
lamp/s partial ray^ which still burned in 
.the distant chamber ofMontauban. Thje 
door was half open^ and^ as a saffron 
road, its reflectioh crossed the gallery. 
Theodore paused involuntarily ; for sud- 
denly it became darkened^ a shadow 
quickly crossed it, and then succeeded the 
light tread of careful footsteps. He press- 
ed forward^ he gazed o'er the balustrades ; 
but the stairs being spiral^ the object of 
his search was lost. Entering the apart- 
ment of the bandit^ he snatched the lamp, 
and eagerly advancing, without hesitation 
descended the stairs. Their flight termi- 
nated in a stone passage^ long^ arched^ 
and narrow. He waved, hi^h the lamp^ 
his eyes pierced the darkness with eager 
^olicitude^ but as far as they could pene^ 

trate. 
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trate, appeared silent and forsaken. Still 
his resolution was unchanged; aniwith 
a hegrt firm in the cause, untnBuenced 
by local apprehensions, he attained the 
extremity of the pasage. It separated. 
In a transverse direction, it branched off; 
the one led to the court-yard, the other 
to the iifterioror the castle. He paused 
irresolute, but instantly nfs election was 
decided, for the sound df'a closing door 
pointed to the outward entrance. 

Theodore reached -the fow portal ; hfe 
pulled it with incautious hasfe, for aS ft 
yielded to his strength, the gathering 
current of external air extinguished his 
■ lamp. At first he felt not the privation, 
for the mooti's silver beams pierced into ^ 
the court-yard, and reflected the gigantic 
outline of the buildltig. He saw the tall 
bines waving o'er the battlements, and 
the 
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the turrctted watch-towers, peering, as it 
were, amid their shades Undetermined 
whether to advance or to retreat, his 
hand still grasped the door, and his eyes 
still wandered in search of the object of 
his pursuit : suddenly he sprung forward, 
for beneath the gloom of an archway^ 
opening at thfe base of an outer watch- 
tower, to command and defend the rocky 
pass to the main entrance of the castle, 
he distinguished a human form. It ap- 
peared wrapped in the garb of some re* 
ligious order. ' It was tali, it was thln> it 
was almost shadowy ; and as it leaned 
against the rode wall, the cowl darken- 
ing o'er its features, it conveyed in its 
nppearance a something terrific — a some- 
thing superhuman. Theodore':^ eyes 
sec«icd fixed upon the fip^ure, yet, when 
he reached the archway, it was gone. 

He 
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He heard no footstep, he saw no trace; 
and when he called, the echo of his' own 
voice alone responded. His pride spurn- 
ed at the weakness of superstition, yet 
did the faint flutter of his heart, the sud- 
den agitation of his feelings, give name 
to his sensations. 

That the mysterious object of his pur- 
siiii had shrunk within the covert of the 
archway, he feJt assured; for the light of 
the laoon prohibited the possibility of 
unnoticed egress; but whether to pierce 
}ls gloom, and pursue the adventure^ or 
whether to leave it in obscurity, was a 
strong debate between reason and curio- 
sily. Theoneargued the danger of teme- 
rity, the other pictured the probability of 
gratification. Reason boasted no empire 
o'er the mind of our hero ; for though 
his judgment was strong, and his mind 
compre- 
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comprehensive, yet his feelings were 
alive to impetuosity, and his heart ever 
governed by impulse. The reflection of 
being unarmed^ of being cut off from 
succour^ of throwing himself into the 
very imgs of unknown power, biassed 
not the deliberation ; and when a slight 
noise firom above aroused the eagerness 
of attention, he darted beneath the arch- 
way, and, spite of darkness, groped hia 
passage. Carefully he stepped, for he 
had proceeded beyond the light of the 
moonbeams, and frequently he paused 
to listen. Once the sound of a footfall 
spurred on to the pursuit; and once thc^ 
quick breathing of nearly • exhausted 
strength spoke his approach to the un-* 
known. He sprung to the supposed 
spot, rich in imagined triumph ; but hia 
searching hand met but the damp wall^ 

and 
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and the breathing itself ceased — ?' Search 
no further," exclatnied a voice, " Jor. 
danger and peril lurk around." 

" Speak," implored Theodore, " and" 
ejtplain your myslerious errand." But 
no answer was relumed. "Speak," he 
fontinued; " point out the danger I 
should shun." 

" Montaubav,'* softly rejoined the 
voice. 

" My father ! Merciful Heaven ! my 
fallirr!" faltered the youth. 

" Fly him," rejoined the warner ; '' etc 
curs'-d and fatal (is the htast af^dcathi'* 

Tlieodors gasped for brealh; he leant 
pgain^ii the waH, and not till therustUna. ■ 
jis of a garment, betrayed the flight of 
the intruder, did, he recover hia self- 
command. Aj^sin he vehernently con- 
jured an explanation ; but the stillness 
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of (J^ath prevailed — " Stronger," he ex- • 
claimed^ ** if you have mercy, stay and 
answer me/' But the llitruder was gone^ 
at least surrounding darkness baffled all 
attempts at discovery, and no sound be* 
frayed his continuance* Still at a loss 
hpw to act, he agaip paused, for he had 
reached the termination of the passage^ 
and stood at the base of a spiral staircaaej 
leading to the chambers above. 

*' Yqu are so^ht after/* articulated 
the same voice; ^' tarry longer, andihe 
power to save will be lost/* 

'' What power?" again demanded The- 
odore. 

*' Tliat 'which Heaven vests in th^ handi 
qf innocence," was tberesponse^ and then 
ftgJiio it ceased, 

*^ How can I exert thatpowifr?" qiipi- 

tioned 
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tioned our hero ; " how can I discover 
Ihe object who would claim it ?** 

" Seek her beneath the archway," re- 
plied the voice. " To-morrow tti^t, 
•when, wearied with excess, the troop shall 
be lost iiiforgetfalttess, watch the opportu- 
nity, and repair hither." 

" For what? for whom?" imploped 
Theodore. 

" Sly," whispered the unknown; "let 
not the eye of suspicion glance upon your 
moveitients : fiy to the caatk; elude the 
vigilance of JMontanhan ; disobedience is 
virtue, for you alone can ward the blow of 
murder." 

Theodore shuddered. 
" Fly," continued the voice. " Jic- 
Vtnnber to-morrow's midnight: be puno-' 
lual; be diligent." 

Theodore 
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TheodoM heard no fliore. ImWked 
in a new project^ he yielded to the coim* 
■els of an unknown guide^ and fl«d the 

archway. He paused Bot in Ae court- 

■■" « • . « » ♦ 

yard. He had been warned of the ne« 

ceasity of caution ; and, with a mind oc* 

» . • ' * 

cupied with the mysterious occurrences 
cf the pas| hour^ he reentered tilt castle. 

His own name^ vociferated by the ban- 
dit^ was the first sound which met his ear; 
and to his responsii succeeded Ae mut- 
tered curses of anger. Theodore, un* 
daunted, met the ga|hering tempest of 
his rage, and blunted e'en his fury by the 
fc^oearing quiet of endurance. 

'* Did you see it V demanded Montau- 
i)an, when the first burst of reproach gave 
place to inquiry. 

" I saw the outline of a figur*;*^ fe* 
Vol. II. M ^ t>lie4 
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plied the you^b^ " iftufBed in a motilir's 
cowl ^an4 scapular/' 

^ The bandit shuddered ; he looked fear- 
fully around— *' Did you see the face ?" 
he again -questioned. 

* • * ■* ' ' ' » 

^^ No^ he fled as I pursued^ and, when 

I thought to grasp him, he glided past 

» . ' 

mf with a facility scarcely human/' ' 

Again Montauban started ;* he ^ared 
to betray too QUiclv and yet he longed 
to question further. 

/M am not superstitious," pursued the 
youth, '* yet ray reason almost yields to 
the whispers of credulity. Why it should 
haunt xny' quiet, I have yet to learn : it 
cannot come in reproach, for my con- 
' science records no deed to warrant the 
suggestion/' 

Again the lifeVblood fled the cheeks 

of 
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^rM^a^cAan ; his e^esr glanced horriMjr 
on Ihe.yoath^iand his lips murmiired in- 
articulate sounds. •-' c? 
r^ .^f. iFatkdr,! are you iIH^'fi d^ihatided 
the alarmed Theodore ; . ^ br «)ay 1 hall 
> the '.blueEK^ epooh of retiwbvse ? " ^ - 
■*i ^Thenbiandif I answered Bot ; he shrunk 
t.from the piercing gla|iee'*of>hisson/aild 
fokiod^jii&annte in deepvabstniction; > The- 
.jodore attem-pried to . speak/ but MoiUnti- 
ifitab motioned silence. >iTh^yoi|thiwatch- 
<ed him with anKlciKiiolioitQdb; nro/glow 
'^o^^ia&ctbnitaiartftedhisfeeKngsrj^et did 
3(^ity; atid' cortow akxfkpy his^Keait'; pit)^, 
^%yt <the iperpeli'atiOQr ofifcrialeBt.Trhkh 
»r b^red»the reath'orr^ptrdfioA^'aiui Bor- 
f;rfow,.for the claim whioh' nature^held. up- 
^^ 'on his feielings— '' He wore the oowl and 
) Scapular of a m'onk/' at 'feng^i faltered 
iMontauban^ * * scarce daringr > u^ glance 

M 2 around 
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around the chamber. '' Say, dii he 1^ 
in silence 2 did he not apeak his eti- 
find?" ' f • -^ 

'' The monk prochumed the ettanii of 

* _ - « (t 

petfce,'" irplied Theodore. 

'' Hah ! what else dkl he proclaim ? 

Go on; explain, boy ; did he linger o'er 

. the deeds of the past ?— did he say oognt 

of (he ianfesdofui of fTdonibref did he 

say 'twas his tesiiitance which nnsheathed 

the dagger ? did he say 'twas his obdii- 

racy which provoked .the stroke }^ v 

f Oh, no; he comes not to arraign/' 

» .» 

replied the shuddering Theodore ; 'f he 
comes to admonish: he comes, on the 
mission of love, to point out, to enjoin 
the blessed clause of .'repentance, ^n* 
ther, heed, attend,, yield to his counsels, 
« andjie will redeem, he will save you ;%e 
• will soften the keen retlectio&s of|the 

pa»t. 



*^ .* " ^'^ * 

Mfifi»^ fi^nd fhe fature he will deck in 

^«^c^ ' ^ay^^m^y i bope>tnay I bail this 
irisif at ion the happy prelud e ■ •^^ 

Y 

.. f Peace, boy !" Jn tempted the bah- 

dit> and as he Matched his hund from the 

idiploring gra^p of Theodore^ the chill* 

, |ng frown whkfa Ibwei'ed on his 6row en:« 

< forced command. ' 

^ ^Disappointed^ d^ponding> the youth 

. .inQyed towards the door. His heatt was 

Jiittf yet hei Wished to ireil hk innings; 

fa^ th^ tear t>f 59ensibility ever excited tho 

-.•■• ' "' ■' ^ 
.- bfet^l lapgh of derision. 

^ : /' §<Ay/' thundered MontaubaB« whose 
.^.,^0]^rd sou) shudderiogly anticipated the 
^ return of the spectre-monk, f* Heard 

^•:^ou no sound in the corridor? tiark! 
agiiin ; sure 'tis footsteps.'* 

» '' 'Twas Fancy," replied Theodore j • 

• V, 

. "'bef fjowereare unlimited." 

' m3 f'Truc,", 
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4 

ing, aii.4:fr^0.,wUb>ftihpV;^gb„he cjam^ 
cluded-^i!L Would; all, alikie yf&:Pi feuRy J'* 

odqre ;. . but, Jhe; b?W(|it, i>9swpre4 ^o^r 

objects,, for, ttje 4oPf. ef .tli^eiapajitsfj^iit 
opened; and not till the^^cei :o£ fUn* 
dftlph^ i«ili9atfl4r^^€ity.c^f.uW he agctn 

look UPrv.? c^iH .•ii.ji} -^nJ 3 r,-. v;.., » sv - ■'. 

dtre,:A¥hen, left, tQiihi$.9i«uii.r«lkpti4)m,'' 
be could recall th.fuS*fefnb(D!*f, ty?a»H»Ci 

sirtitlqfiig p%i»<?n^^)a5p\bprng .(Ja^vflrthe 
stream of infatu^iof^ ^af^^ g^vemhelp^^^^ 

youth shoul* ^^im ;i :|or . oiiteA.^-ala5.! • 
' • . : .» often 



epKFKSSI0KAV07 VAIOMBItB. 247. 

often is the. first deviation^ the finst lapse 
conclusive. Yes, dear, tender, e^iLcel- 
lent^ friend, of my inexperience, thy 
counsels are prophetic : a parent lives, 
the sad memorial that Vice, like a hardy 

plant, spreads a thousand, thousand 

•» « > ^ . ■ 4 • • • 

shoots ip the lone heart which gives it 
entrance/' . 

Frpm the calm satisfactipn whicBT ever 
accompanied the-reflection of father Bet- 
«lin-»p».n!al oar.;* I,^ mind, r,ver.i»g-: 
to the strange events of the past hour^ 
dwelt, witl) ijew-awakening conjecture, 
on the enterprize in which be had eii-. 

To account for the iifysterious circumr 
stance baffled all his endeavours; apd the 
more lie reflected, the more was he lost« 
It was the same voice he had heard on 
hte £rst entrance beneath the roof of 

M 4 Verman- 



<* ... 

Veptt^andius : then it warii«iil>im ioffdsa*; 
ger to hinueff^ now it^oicit&k neixy.fov' 
atiotber. How mercy shoold W 19 4m> 
faanjds, ^oir 4ie p^nnbilitjrto save' skduld/. 
he vested in one so powerless, ilied him * 
with wonder srnd conjecture. His ifnagw 
nation a%ed^ his cunositjr eseit^i by rae: 
Teilx>f injsiery whic^ diroiidedthembve« . 
iiients of the imknowoj p!«parediitnifor 
ieme event beyond (he reach of co]» 
men conjecture; His understanding was* 
su&ientl/ strong to despise the mere, 
wfiispers of jsupcrstijteoii/ ye|^^ had his inind 
. SO early imbibed the tinjpttdre of ro^ » 
mance^ thai he could not trace tike intr 
pending incident to any natuitil explsr 
nation. . .' 

; The broad glare of day^dUssipaled thm 
apprehensioBs of JMontauban : ape^n^ 
glide not beneath the suii)9Meaiii«i '%f>:ilt 

- « 

is 



is ie0D$ci'fihOQ «ikfdi decla tnigbt ^ iit tetw^ t 
rocs. He^ joincd'the iMBiBiHlenLiir. ftcsk 
enferpriaes of ^Dger, and wiMemd 
ateidsf ttetr usaal haunted* ifciA a' spirit 
apparently^iihbrokeft. Not so fhe'atti*** 

Sitiv^ mind: of out heso ; h^; ^(^ texpo* 

« 

rioRoed so yMalioo*; the cloikUeas fir»> > 
/ manienti^'liie'biilUaiit sun» chotred aoC\ 
^ hi& fiadoesau onor Matohodr^fiooiii. jcdrii ; ono: 

/ tbought; for fberbbiit, absorbed tin its 

» 

own-58orrbw^ /Itngeriag o'er < iA^ caia^ 
It^ue of<tts,Mm ^iffiqultie8>< £eel8 dead ' 
alike to exterflhl chaniis>a94 cxtecAal al« 
Idretnents. 'I^dft thbuMUrbed rdnge of. 
tlterrcias^'a.vastiextenty^idbr/ save Ban- 
dolpbe^ tbebandtttiihlMl QuittM tbe fort*, 
ress, 1;bcbdore> with listkss.ltnqniotildej 
tlabdQred^3 0?er the idesoiated etlatttbersj 
oftentf auaidg; with'^ atiracMl^ibjjf the^ 
bumitiied' gievei of .stole defaeed oroa^T 
'/i M 6 ment. 
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pebilI&nI^ate^^t0':aKUleivKth^Jlfroni9er at : 
Vaemsndiyis' bmnge^desh'ti^n^ onceth^ 
fatxiured^dsiienRieof.'aiiitled race, noir 
tfie racte vhaimr oOerce. iand Ismless rocb^ • 

a fSt6n^ gatWy« ^extending aknig the ^esntr 
frftfit bit^tteixairtle', &ndV dcKorait^d witb 
the rich' exuftiaRatnbe^oftlie anistiteioiiejp; 
One ftirmy (iooe IxcttBlcuTaiiices t thet most . 
. attrjiJCtedMs'iatC)entum; it' wa»'tbecbeai»^ i 
tebiSEH semUaiBoe' of 1 <malaroQ> x^n! ivhose 
ivtiite iboi^om Ut cslerpvhgi ixoy > reclmed. i 
lliesqiile oEin&tcmaLdxiiltjtioii glowed, 
upon' tb6> ca3rdas^Visa5;:faer.:snew$f7ii)a^ 
i^eemed ift khB iaist b£ ^rt^ogribe ; gM^a^ 
ringlel»fosi:^he f^heid<>C'tiiedbi^^ . * i 
-'^ AkP' extbimedcCEIieQdore^vtBB^lke 
gaatd/u{icm' the :^piddmy *:t^w:^«f am 
s|ieal^ in everjr perfecHeatiUf !&9l%isiie 
^ CM MessM 
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bl^ss^ed cheruli ! rich in a mother's .lovc^; 
thy hopes^ thy opening yiear^, thy gilded 

promis^s-i " And then he ^ paused^ 

and starting at aa unusual somid> turned . 
quklUy rounds and beheld in the dfirk-j 
ened cpmer of the gallery 'a battle- ' 
pi#€e^ agitate4 as though by some sud-* 
df^B gust. Scarce knjowing what he. 
soughfy he. ^ang towards it, and, as he 
pushed .a^ide the gilded frame^ disco* 
vered, by. aa iron hinge, the concealed 
secret of a door. Pale with the anticir. 
patipn of some new horror,, yet eager to 
explore Ihe hidd^en entrance, he remove 

ei entirely, tfa^ encumbering obstacle, 

> - 

and. pushing . back th^. door, passed* 
tbroi|gh jts, ifarrow arqhwayj and agaia 
cl(9se4 it. : Jhe. pas^ge in which. he found 
l^nvse^lf wa^ lower and . narrower than; the- 
gjdlery.be ^ q^i)tedi and the light s^ 
•^ m6 faint 



Jiint unequal rays but spuiiffligly adttfK 
ted through la high and .fttnmgly-girated 
cafieffleat> now darlccned^ and; diid:l]r 
naDtled with the ^nder's'ingeiiioiiar^teb* 
firear and unsocial vrwtiie aspect^ dKcnr- 
less and disbearHiuihg its' teraiiiiatton ; 
for a second dottr# iron-inesustedi bsfhfed 
hk, pUss^ge^ aiid iaUke -^y ifelded to ifis 
Mrength. • The :a(>areiAent bSi^ond was 
famished with eveiy cftre ithich could 
add comfort to itiT inmate ; vlMJa^, sdve 
Uberty^ aflj^eared to have heen wanting:; 
and of. that^.alas ! the strOngfy^baniica- 
doed door betrayed «lli# dire banishftietit 
Theodore shuddered^ Theodore %fi^a- 
^letiodly felt the pfriannegi s . x'^u^i^^ 
'^'^ Ah I how bitter is the ^ttpl&9th 
lot!'* he thought^^as seating |iiaMeJf>oIi 
the lowxouqby he^Md hk .eyespn l3m 

grated^ c^semeiit.^ 'J Oftm tin tUkmojf 

covch 



t - 



cottch ht^i thou reclined, poor mourner ! 

2ind watched the lagging ftighl of: hours, . 

which^ 9ouId Bring^'-ho change ! often 

mufflpi'^'e^lhy sorro*fj|5 ! often, with in* 

d»0ant8taft> cursed the fell power whidh 

■ "-I 
chained Ihee down I often prayed tlie 

, saints' to give thee freedom, even leagued 
with death ! and yet a captive atill." The- 
odore's tears dimmed e'en the little light 
which found an entrance^ *' Perhaps/' 
be..contini»cc>i dashing the truant drops 
fr<mi his okedi;, ^^, perhaps rich in the so- • 
ciftl daims ti€ kindred-— a father-^a hus- • 
band-wperhips— ^" 

-Thtf thought was too pftinful : he < 
•larted from the couch ; be fravjersed the 
apartment. il:h.! how did his horror, 
*liow did' hb commiseratton rise, when 
icastnif tiis eves m the floor, he distin* * 
gvished the trad^^ oC' the nmiiderer^ he -. 

. ^ ^ marked . 
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marked the trace of blood ! it -dyed the - 
threshold of a door, which till how tmtl - 
escaped his observation. His b^rt uok-f . 
cncd, but his resolotron did jiot relaxi; 
nnd with that desperation of feeling 
which dares, which braves the wowt, he 
burst It open, and entered the chamber. ' 
Its appearance spoke it the sleeping- 
room of the ill-fated prisoner; bufttet » 
prisoner was not, as tmafgination had 
ponrtrayed, a father, a husband ; that 
•prisoner, for the scattered garnients be- * 
trayed' the sex, ha^ been armed in a fe- . 
male's pleading helplessnessj yet unpi- ; 
tied, ilnaided'/hads^e falldn beneatH-tbe 
iimrtlePef '« sttoke — ^^ God 1 avenging ^ 

•m 

God!" burst fnkn the livid lips of tbet. 
youth/ as, rivetted to the^pot^ he gazed 
upon the crimsoti-stainedl coverlet^ivibtcii; > 
mdely torto ande/showMl eteii ihe im-«* 
• ' • >• pressibn 



prefision.'- afithe form, "which, from the 
•slacpiaflwearied^' nature, had pdssed td 
" thesleeptCternal. ' 

Fain would I paint my hercJ's quick* 
re volvkig thoughts •; fain linger o'ei* ' 
th^obttWt jof indignr^tion, the thrill of 
horrot, >aod the-* subduing tide of soft 
coinpasKidn, but that the power of Ian* ; 
goage-wotrld' th^ effort mar, dnd spoil 
tfate hiterest'I woii^'d Kere excite. Tis for 
thet|)enicfi' to perpetuate the gust of paft-« 
sk»ir;tthe pcnywith lesser strideis, Hiiist 
berfl[!Ofite9it ta tT^m^ effect. FbrgW^ me, • 
}ad}i»i'f<>r cteimibg'then our se»'s geritiihe^ 
faoetyi; ^or^biam^uan nuthdr, when she ^ 
tixea them; t»jsaveuhe> ibfput^ion*on- 

. l'heq[ddte:(lu;rned.&Mi'tke^bed: etdry^ 
^bmce^}»jb9aA amiknd fhe dhamb'€fr in*^ 
€9casfrd' tine indxussi lof fawi itbought^. tA - 

rosary 
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rosary lay upon the table, i» also an ittfe * 
stand, and- near it a torn paper. Hc^w 'V 
to seize the tma&:ined elucidation, for int* ; 
ter^t whispered the name, 1h^ au^rings ^ 
of the mur4eredt^isoiier alike rcv/ealed. ^ 
The ink was pale, the characters aowcely r 
legible V yet, with eager oyes, did he i 
pi?ru§e>lbe contents* Ah! no; it was no / 
coinpiletnent ot* injQttes, 'no tfamcriptv 
of a heart's unvarnished- sorrows; it was ' 
more in the istyle of a coni^esslion,. and 
seemed to breathe the pare spirit, of pe^ : 
niten^&tr^'One. 4ifore;^evolvieng. year,: 
and these ey^es^tshaH no >long^ behold* 
tbii soent of leiror, shall no longer gaze r 
OR X this' record of * transgressioiu And r 
will thy pale ghost be appeased ? Lady^^^ 
ni4if4er^ angel i will thy appalling toice 
no mor^ be heard in the tfaunden? willi 
tby shade no mose pursue toy etf|)i? .oo' 

more 
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whenJEever scorched my lips, have I turn- 

■ ' > ■ . . 

ed. from the tempting cup. * * ^* 

• * • ♦ . Oh God I ah God ! aid—. . 
give me on^^oken of returning. favour ! 



>• 



♦ * * * I have wandered from the- 
1i4Un.t$,of menj.I have plunged into soli- 
tudes^where .misery alone cdfuld enter. 
Afc.nigbt« stretched upon thg e^th«. have ^ 
I watched the return of morning; and 
then have I arisen, wet with the pradent 
dew. Ah ! what did it avail ? Nought . 
but sickness^ psin, and a«iffering« Fool I 
^eak fool! it vasthe spirit, not the ^ 
flesh,, which .wanted humbling; it was 
the erring heart which needed the bridle 
of restraint* Here have I sought it; 
within this chamber— by the side of the., 
bed where Jast reclined-: — " 
■- The paper ^^opped from the hand of 

Theodore. 
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Theodore. Jt was tern* it. was rndely 
sevfr^.,)yjbf re anxiety, jsougjit solutipn. : 
"^U^jj4ppy,wretcji,!'! be iQurmuretU re- ^ 
teaji^g ftq?p,tl^apR^Ung §gene./' piaw ,, 

^f'^J/ W^y^; : K?eH^, keeper far .on* 
t^YYblaqk. soul, ran|^lfs, tbeL sfrpke. of j 
'd^;b{. than what.ithy jjaurderofis h^n^,^ 
diA*t.;iWfii||cnt;xtgly in/ijct: pne moment , 
c}oisf d ^t^e^pw^i : the struggles , pf. t|ie . 
PBWf??*:^ VWlp ^^ipA. .through ages are, 
pKfl^ra^tqd^- , , •. , : ; ; ; ^ 

,iSHmp?i^zi,ng ip. ^ the, wrongs, in the 
6ufferu)gs.af ijts l^e unfortunate ii^mate^ 
ftbj}4f^fif9gi3at th^ cpprcion, the abuses of 
pqjver^.af);! thje.hppejes^ the fingering - 
in^pt ioja.of , cgp tivi ty^ Xh^od^re rely med 
to the gallery, replaced the picture, aikd 
agaii}>I|^sed to exaipme the portrait^ 
whiqh had before ||scina{ed.his attention. 

Each 



J ^ - 

l^ch succeeding gknce'augmentcd^lii*' 

Wfierest; it Was more Mido eSttifaliojfi ^H- 

' wifratrdn, it was nibfe thair'^nife ^ ebW*. 

si'fy ; his neairt seemed* abs6n>^ Ittr tiife * 

. - »• ' *■ 

contetnpliation ; and ever and-itiBii^'Whidta 

-time vrarned Him td qtiit thFgalKrfi^dKl 
his eyes linger a relucfant'ddieti.'-'Yit 
did not the fe^fores bear the "sKgKtest 
aftnifitudc to the fad Jr JuMettie >* Ifce;^ Were 
soft, they were intertttingl^ totefyi;" IgU 
tfie same peachy dowti' df yt)iith matitled 
not their expression ; the one wiis'as i\t 
Yfeifnal bloom of spring, the othlar *^rich 

r 

' in the mellowing tints of sumMe^. ^* 
' ' On retarniiig to thfe iniiabited cYmbl^ 

bers of the castle, Theodore found H«i- 
Mdolphe still alone, still awaiting his asio- 

ciates. ^ . . . . . 

A* By St. Benedict ! I thought Aierspeo- 

tr^-^monk bad spirited jrou firom Verman* 

^ dois/' 
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•Kj?i^MWiRgPr^a«^ ^9..gP wopio^fi and 

^,^:?:jj^rwg, and teljiug; b.e^^^ and, m^- 

• Jjffv^ frecl(icss^ aa though ^oqr soul ^^ 

(^lac^ with ^ip. , Why^ boy, if Montau- 

^ban^^ was. ai white^ J q,i|iery whether Ms 
' ' ' ■ » , 

t sleep' woujd not be aounder/' 

: ; Theodoif ^r^hed^ hf^vy.f igh. 

5' £Ux«ie,.sh9|^ pff thj^ csfst of care/^ | 

:^tj^^^}»^p9^:$xx^, de^tbi and dea|^ 4avp^ 
>lhc^ devil." -? . . . ^ <>>.i 

^. A^oywl aod.ft shorn crowQ|^^and» by 

^ A^inasal fatheir Xheodp;re stan^d^ befOjre 

W&'.'-cffntinued the robbt;^.-^'^ Come, be 

Ifiijmit^ and name..|di€( pjir^pjbawpf ab«o* 
lutipn?f* ' ^ .. . . V _^ 

- ^ '^pcolwjtjejuid ;^9aeipent," moum- 

Rodolphe ! 



' » . « « 
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Bandolpbe ! ' the hour i^ll come^ wheii, 
"owning the fallacy: of sin, you will la* 

" men t, vainly lament the undying^ ifecord 
of transgression ! Remienftb^f/ to nontri- . 
tiou HeaVeA promises favour; but mati, 

' persevering in his fcrimes/I^rs thfe clause 
i)f mercy." ^ * ^ . . - . ^ 

'^ Preach oh; ^nd be in^lled ah ah* 

hot/' re^Hed feiddlphc, inatt' itonical 

" tonei *'*Wh6 shalttonipose the *rat«r- 

city ? Say, to \^hat'tifBcc will y6ut rfeve- 

« 

rence nominate me ?" ' '.j 

Theodore turtiedf from hrtifr in disgust* 

^* Nay, you are fi sttarige bdy/'^'pur^ 

sued the robber, '* 5to pre/er the stale re- 

strictioiis ' of the fathers, to d' lifer which 

owns ho Idw'bbt ihcfination ! Miny ^ 

many a monk would doff the cdwF to 

share our freedom j &ihd fdr our «^cHsty, 

we could more thtQ. |>urchase ci refuse 

^ from 
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from purgatory, for every soul who has 
bled in our cattse." 

'' Think you/' demanded Theodore, 

•if ' 

''the accumulated treasures of all fe of 
^ plunder could bribe one ray of ftivour?" 
The tears, the blood, the siifferings of 
the injured, forbid all purchase, save long 
years of penance/" 

''*"" Then ih they /bar the effort," re.- 
joined Randolphe. " A calling like ours ^ 

Warrants no dependence on a month, 

. ♦ * ■ 

much less years. Haird blows are oft^n 

• •• • 

^ealt, and who can name the head that's 

• t I 

"to receive them? i have fought some 
years benettli Montauban's banner; and 
though^ save this scratch,'' drawing his 
band o'er a deep scar on his forehead, 
^' I've been dame Fortune's favourite, 
yet I've seen spirits who dared the devil, 
humbled, chop-fallen." 

"Did 



f 
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"Did not their fate awe joja ?*' int^iu 
rogated TheodKire, 

*' Awe !'• contemptuously repeated 
Randolphe; " no, no, thejr nerved our 
courage, and tid us seek revenge." 

" Sor e'en the Ritual of religion gave 

them burial,** mournfully observed the 

i« « . 'I 

youth : ^ lost, wretched beings !" 

».j * , 

. '' Dost thUik,'' inteiTupted Randolphe, 
with a half-smothered laagh, '* that the 
muttered psalmody of a friar would speed 

. their flight to heaven ? •what a jot the 

. '. . . ^ . . 

|)etter is the gpul for all the masses and 
requiems which. credLulity, chants, «nd su- 
pewti tion yoffersi '* 

Theodore's Spirits rose in indignation, 
yet did he maintain silence. What coidd 
he substantiate, by entering the lists with 

one so profane, > so hardened ? Not the 

- / • .' • ■ • '* 

faintest glimmer of ^mT version proi&ised 

. tt ' ' > . . .. *- 

to 



to second his hbbttr; and to hear the 
loose ribaldiy ot kbtiS€ ttfveHcd at' rites 
lie had been tkftghtid \«(3rrship;filkd Hur 
troul yfkh stelMrrn^ dis(|uiettidef. 

Again he sought security IH ffigfif; M 
solitiide wM'pfefcrable to'an mterccM^rse- 
^Wtth-a mimf so? u](ic6iTi^ma1/ ' 

The diajr wore itw^f, ahd*sliH-the bjih*' 
di«ii returned niyt: Theodore fih net \ 
nfneasiness; ftii^We Felt no a&ctibn ; ano^ 
^h^re but ^itri" s{ffetti6fa does anxiety 
dwell?' ft wa^ Ms 'mysterious appoint* 
mem.-his* in tended visit ta the \vatch-<^ 
tower, whldl]f''lnosif ' -occupied his atten- 
tion; he paFciled.for the moment of elit*i 
cldatiari, and vrlatch^ the progressive 
flight of the m>trfs wflian impatience 
^whieh spoke Ms int^refet ; yetivas the sun 
bu^ slo^Srly setting; and midnight was the 
petiiWl'-^ ' .' 

WiL.lW )9 How 
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How long the.8paC0 whicli expeototion moomM I , 

Theodore descended from, the battle- 
ments. He sought a change of scene; 
be fled the castle^ he wandered beyond 
the pine-forest^ he mounted the craggy 
steepj from whose giant Jieiglit he had 
first beheld the grey turrets of Verman- 
Ao\s, and gazed on the far*spreading 
landscape on the opposite side. His 
eyes^ ranging o*er the mingled outline 
of mountains^ cltfig, and forests^ wap- 
dered from the awful grandeur of stu* 
pendous wildness^ to the mellowing gra- 
dations of vegetation.^. Shagged with 
j^ne 9n4 darkening cypress^ he {}eheld 
|)rec]pices of granite^ scowling o'er glens 
of aromatic herbage^ dotted by the soft 
blowing cystus,, and shadowed by thicl^ets 
of olives, almqilds^ and oli^ndecs. He. 
traced the impetuous velocity of gatj^e^*. 
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ing streams^ foaming^ fretting midst im- 
pending rocks and broken fissures^ now 
tolling in glassy mildness — now, by re- 
sistance> swellkig into strength, and 
dashing high their ^misty columns of 
spray. 

• i Impressed with wonder, with awe, with 
admirationr Theodore continued )o gaze 
upon the alUMist insnrmountiible ram-^' 
parts of Nature, till each fantastic sum 
mit, losing the golden tint of sunset^ 
mhigled mXf> otia long line of shade. 
The profound sitepce, the -deep repose, 
which, with the dubious lints of evening,, 
mantled each feature of the lands^rape,' 
impressed ^ with solemn sadness the 
tjbobghtful mind ofour herol Often, at 
this same heiir, . had he listened to the 
deep, full swell of holy prai^; oftet> 
$hed the tear of piety, in the solemn 

K g pauses 
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pauses of soul'iscming miostrd^y. Again 
tfae vesper choir seemed to swell upon 
his ear, agaia it seemed ia Ii^^r» m 
loidst the cloistered artshes of A'^alombre. 
Alas 1 'twas fancf «U— iancy, whidi 
peopled the twilight gloom, and habited 
ideal im^es i» ibfi duslcj garb vf rdi- 
giofk— &tieyi wUch reealied the past, 
and bUiited .«ivt the: present from xei- 
membr^ee; 

No Sear inw^ed bis descent froitt the 
TnouKtains, ^Qugb soflftctiiaes tottering 
OH the brink of ];w^ndicular preci- 
pice^ ^onifitimes panlng bei^eath exca- 
vated roffcs, .whose gigantic massta hnng 
threatening overhead. Deep was the 
gloom of the pine-fore&t, uvte-strikio^ 
ibe soinbre Bha^ovr ctf its plose-in twining 
branches; yet Theodore, wrapped io the 
tjbovgbtnilnenofreflectionjpassedqoickiy 
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on ; and when, by the given signal, the 
drawbridge was lowered, he entered the 
court-yard, pan^Jhg but for the comfn 
hour of explanation. 






• ■ • • 
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